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the^ri* “ Ihomas Hood 

io V pi('b:iM> have been 

urprised i..uition of his 

• serious’’4e within a short 

of lister chicHy, if not 

entirely, fte cef*^ as a jesUr, with a 

comiiotin^ rhynjc, Oi iatc years 

ar-^pto jastice^t^^ awarcJoi! to him, 

' and—although never be forgotten 

a,s a great cotnf^ ^writer, fiyr that would be 
impossible—hi^ reputation is now mainly 
based upon bi^ graver works. 

' ■ This, if we ^'‘^7 from the stoiy of 
his literaiy’ would^ seem to be the 

position- h^ himself desired ,to achieve. 
His yi^it P^riy of a deliciite femey, 

that was { f a kindly and coix- 
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tented disposition,a cheerfulne 
the buffets of adversity and ill 
an undaunted smile. The mor 
of his genius, the true i 
witliin him, was what he 
to found his name upon,» 
writings pleased the public 
the supply was kept up; for ' 
lived bythAcn. ** Whims n 
were the natural outpouringf- 
disposition, while “ Lycus, 
of the Mid,‘slimmer Fairies,’' 
and Leander,” were ti\e 
a love for poetn', which ensh 
peare and the writers of the 
* age for special worship. 

It would seem to be a type 
this man, couipellecl to jingi w-.^ueha, 
when he 'vould fain have t'auched the lyre, 
that It was in the comic p-ages of Punah 
that he found publication (at The Song 
. . ofAShirt r’ 

^rhe Plea of the Midsumijaer Fairies,” 
with other poems, all serious, was published 
\iin 1827, but fell almost stillboM frum the 
press. Tl^ bought up thf remalnd<^, 
sheets of the himself, ^ "o 
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It j^r ... 

. > a,8 he said, from the butter-shops.? It 
^ may be fairly questioned whether hew6ti!|f^ ; 
lever have so :taxed his slender means to ^ ' 
any of hi« corhic writings had they ; 
hanced to be„ thus neglected. . 

:|This is not intended to depreciate his 
isition as a wit—in that respect he st^ds " 
unsurpassed, perhaps unequalled—it is an ' 
assertion that as far as may be judged 
from his life, Hood s ambition was to take '■ 
a place among the poets, and that to place 
his serious writings fir^t in any collection 
is to do what he would have wished done 
himaeif- j 


He is recognised as a poet now, and a \ 
master of pathos. In his life the popular ^ 
taste compelled him to lay aside the tragic ; 
hure too. ofteii.. Wit was the keen sickle 
whei^iih he was to reap his daily bread, . 
arid—not without perhaps a feeling , of-, ■ 
- disapped^tment—he bent to his task, and,- 
'/plied the keen blade, until his / 

t grew deft at its employment, and,its. use 
I became a habit. Only, them when.. 

i a , peasant, roused by a of 

injusti<^, dies to take the .against the 
"dppmsor, and aimsthe. 
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familiar reaping hook on a pikehandle^ 
the ppet going to battle agamst the \^rong 
used his Ftrange weapon with unexpected 
e0ect, and surprised friends and foes alike 
wwh the flashing of unfaimliar ^it ami 
the sternest passages. 

It IS this that knds a peculiar charm 
Hood 3 wntings At the moment y?hen 
the solemnity of his subject thitatens to 
tJie tense hems nngs too power 
full>, some M\id pla < i ^anej ^ig2:a«<s 
across the gloom mu hi’t. it nlic es the 
sense by Us r m suddenness rathet 
intensifie« than wcikciis the i^tct of the 
sombre verse 

Jn like m nner the Ir*^ poetry witbm 
him would uvc 4.nn i v malt hcaid 
thiough Ibt dan m i^uics the woJd 
demanded of 1 m )k 1 lugh seems nt 
timts to end in ihf chc 1 mg of a sob his 
gemujS IS add and wa>'ward therefo^ie hut 
feisher4t was bc}o*id i doubt serious His 
he somswheie says-^lcnds sL 
cotmlenAmise to this conclusion. 

It IS needless tp say the daring of eiueh 
wiiung as this fhrew the critics mto a 
flutter It is ta feared that as ^ rule 
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th^yare mostta^ily ofetjded at novelt}’:-^ 
hence commonplace is allowed to 
V scathed while originality rarely fhils Jflo 
malce a few foes at leasts and man/ fauR^ 
Imdets. If the lavish-^ahnoet reckltsiH- 
display of punning&> ^uips^ oontmiions 
and whims, which formed the peculiarity 
of his professedly comic w'ritm|^s, was 
^gravely it-ptehendcd, it not likely that 
his muso, ^sho, of giving 

Inimohihty ot thv, tragic ma'^k allowed us 
to f^ee the woil of a In^man face, with 
«oailcs and tears c< ntcndimr, would escape 
censure. T1 h'‘ pond oi an age that 
prefers acting winch c )on s v ituic, tcji^the 
stdttd dfcclainatiur r f ♦he old stage, hAS 
corrected this ciroiccus verdut of the 
cntics. althou<rh thoie an ipbtance on 
record of a modern wnftr \\^ o remodelled 
a poem of Hood’s by omiUmg a couple of 
stanzas winch he thought rather in* 
gemous than poetical. ’ Such a mmd 
could never appreciate the peculiarity of 
Hood’s genius, which combine<f quamt' 
with Ihejpathetic, not only in Wl writings* 
but in •his life, with such n|r0 Instinttive 
delit^y that the * coi^uaction surprises 
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but does not shock. A deathbed jest was 
not the thing we shouid expect of Hood ;' 
and he made none. The quality of hlr 
wit had a tinge of melancholy, and one 
rather sighs than smiles to read how, in 
hJs last iUne^ss, when a sinapism was 
being applied to his wasted chest, he 
turned to hi* -wife with—It bceins a , 
great deal of mustard foi so very little I 
n^ eat! “ i 


This hlendin;; of it'r r;7avt‘ v'dlii the , 
tids slnmgely conp* p' n-'h d c*:,cricei i hujnan 
nature, vvho-h jk-. Huud's ’’vrilings, 

makes it no e::>} task to class Iris OTiungs 
under the rc:r!s of '-.SL'rioub *' loul “ con-.'<. 
TljL-re arc. is true, ''orr- which slarsvl 
flistinctlv a;' ll.r o;vr.>f;u* r lies, < f wd'ick 
v/e c'ln sav ;ic.s:t:iting ‘’this is 

4. r 

serious/' ” iii:s r. cniiiic ’’ J^ut the land 
wltlch divider p^-ie? is a wide border- 

l.indi and it is alnnist iniposr^ibic in many 
ca.scs <0 fiecide to which limit we tsvt to 
assign a pt;cin :—tale for instance “Miss 
Kiiniansegg/* with such earnest work, and 
such ])lay cm words, and on thoughts too, 
for Hood's are a pUy of sense as well as 
sound. A stanza or tw’o from “Miss 
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Kilmansegg ” will exemplify the meaning 
of this staroment. ^ 

this world \Ve come lik« shipij, 

Launched from the docks and iftocks and slips, 

For iDOrtune fair or fatul; * 

Anti one Utde craft ri'st away 
In !l=i very fnst tiip in Ikhbicnme Bay, 

WJiile anorUt't ride*’ at P.'rt Natah 

Wf'at difTt’rrr-T lo*-- our -■tai'- iccnrd 
7'hls h.'ijv 't h" !; dltd ; '..I wooed a loid, * 
Arul that to h '’iioinjiJ a kper i 
On.' to t.‘^ wir'.i'. iu''i,y and coin, 

r.'M *■. Ukt* f’l'Mu r.. n» hr>rn 

'i'O its viiii.*<::ar tj'dy 'ir,I p npt r. 


5 i^ 


" And the frher se<, t;n t*, i)dt.r the (.dr, 

Wh,if. wide rvt'LVJ'S"^ o( fate au- tli '■.* i 
While cliarniwi !■’, a htiii-n! ra*'e 

In 'r\ of <Ud ropo-.c's, 

PfKOr hawk', no'cyay^ i;oin street to street 

*l'iU, Uiink oi" that, whi. lit\d life so .-wett I 
She hates the ot roses,’’ 


Is this serious nr crmic? The balance 
is held to a nicely, and it is this nicety 
which constitutes the poet’s strength. His 
appreciation of the ludicrous is so keen 
that he knows not only how to use his 



PftEFACR. 


{ ■ 


k 



I *' 



in conjunction witli liis serious 
power, but he knows how to limit it, and 
to avoid where necessajy^ the. suggestion 
of the ridiculous. The lack of the sense 
to'achieve this last is the tiling * that has 
oc.c&sionaily disfigured very fine poenie 
with passages which their writer intended , 
to be serious, but which, by sheer incon¬ 
gruity suggest some strange and irresistibly 
comic idea to the nv.nd of a leader with any 
ft^eling for humour. 

Of mannerism in the f. irin inlovrbich he* 
moulded his iancy ihcje is little trace in , 
the writings of T iionas 11 ood. Ills modes 
of utterance not iimitcc'. h*s Choice 
of them was no l inn’cl -me, )us mastery nf 
expression was cnmylrtv. ''i'he selt'Ctioi! 
of the metre for *' 'j'he I’riuge of -Sighs/* 
is an’instance* tCi.'. In any but skihed 
handfi the pecabar nr^m ure would have 
been a ccrtai.u source t.f iailure : it w^aild 


have broken ijito a jog-trot. It heightens 
the ejib'ct of Hood’s poem. A smaller man ' 
v;ould heive overslept the limit of the ; 
suhiime*^ 

In his searipus poems the variety of stjde 
isl^ery noticeable. In his early works the : 

' j * . ^ f 
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influence, of his , admiration for the old 

f>oets is traceahfe, ** The Plea of the M^* 
♦.summer Fairies,” “ I^j^cus,** and “ Hero 
aiiid Leander ” are among these. Written' 
a little later, The Dream of Eugene 

Aiam,” one of the most intensely dramatic 
of his wriliaguS, is rus dirre'‘.^^it in style as 
'/*The Haunted IIougc,’* or that series of 
poems of vvl\ic:h “ The Song of the Shirt ** 
was the earliest, and The Bridge mf 

Sighs '* perhaps ihc best. 

The appeal an cl' of ■ The Song of the 
Shirt” nas unv’oublecllv the first thing 
■ tliat drew general ailention to Hood as a 
serious poet of g:eat power. Its succe?is 
wao immense ami linmediale, and its 
autiiorwas not unnaluraliy proud of it, and 
iff the g^’oei it worked for those on whose 
behalf it was written. 'I'herc are however 
. among his writings many other poems by 
which, even for originality of theme and 
treatment, he could as plainly prove Ms 
title to an equally high position among 
English poets. T. H- 
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HOOD’S POEMS. 



THE DREAM OF EUGENE ARAM. 


’Twas in tijt: prime oi sunimtjr time* 

An evening c.ilm aiui 

And four-a lid tvv< 'i[y I'.'i'j'j Ijoyrf * 

Caniu Iinisi.i'iiig 'V-' >'1 ithooli 
Tin-: e M'cie buii)' iliA 1 a> .t.iJ ^ nnc That leapti) 

Likt-‘ trouLift.s i:. a po;'!. 

A'WUy they hpi d uirh g niR.- )ii'> j.-.i}*)*#, 

And tiouls wuLDiifliM m.i ^ 

To a It ,vtd liu 111 liu.y < j.nn.. and xlii'io 
They dr.iv’e tliu MMi-k-ots in. 

Pleasantly shone rht* suiting sun 
Over tin; town of Lymu 

Like sportive deer tlu y ir-uisudahout. 

And hhouteJ as rliu-y ' i!i,— 

Turning to mirtli all things ol eartn, 

As only boyhood can ; 

Bst the Uslu'f sat remote from all 

A nicluitholy 111..11 > 
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THE DREAM OF EUGENE ARAM. , 
His hat -was oit^ his vest apart, 

e 

To catch heaven’s blessed bTeei>c 4 

I 

For a burning thought was in his brow, 
And his bosom iU at ease; 

So he lean’d his head on his hands, and read 
The book between his knees! 

Leaf after leaf he turn’d it o’er. 

Nor ever glanced a-'ide, 

• For the peace of his soul he read that book 
In the goldtri ovciitidc: 

Much study li.iil made liim very lean, 

And pale, atei leiultM-.-eycd, 


At last ho bhut th.e ponderous tome. 
With 3 fast arul feiveiit grasp 
He strain'd th“ lUtsky comts cioso. 
Ami hxM till hr.i/en hasp: 

•*Oh, God ! couM / ,o oi ISO my mhid. 
And clasp It with a cb-ip!” 


Thr-n leaping on Ids feet upright, 

Some moody turns ho took,— 

Now up the mead, then doivn the mcftil, 
And past a shady nook,— 

And, lo! he saw a iittle ooy o 

That pored upon a book l 



; Tim DREAM OF ElETCE^nS ARAM. 

♦ 

gentle lad, what'is't you read— 
Romance or fairy fable ? 

Or is it some historic page. 

Of kings and crowns unstable ? " 

The young boy gave an upward giance,-»^ 
" It is *The Death ol Abel. 

The Usher took six htiety sii-iJcs, 

As smit witli sudden pain — 

Six hasty strides beyond Uie place. 

Then slowly back again; 

And down he s.it bciivle the hid. 

And talk’d with blm of C.iin ; 

And, long since thtn, of 'olwociy n^en. 
Whose deeds tradition pa\e& ; 

Of lonely folk out otf unseen. 

And hid lu sudden giives; 

Of horrid stabs, in groves loiloi-i, 

And murders done in caves; 


, And how the sprites of injured men 
Shriek upward horn tlie sod,— 

' Aye, how tlie ghostly liand will point 
To show the burial clod; 

, An 8 unknown facts of guilty acts 
.X Are seen in dreams from God 1 



THE DREAM OF EUOE^iS ARAM. 


. \ ‘ ^ 

Me told how murderers walk tKe earth 
Beneath the cnrae of Cam,— ' 

With erimson clouds before their eyes, 

Ana flame? about their brain s 
For blood has left upon their souls ' 

Its everlasting stain! 

i 

** And well,” quoth he, I know, for truth, ; 

Their pangs must be extreme,— 

Woe, wt'C, unutterable woe,— 

Who spiU life's sacred stream ! 

For why ? Alcrljoiif^bt, last night, T wrought 
A murder, in my <i!eam! 


One that had ncrer done me wiong— 
A feeble man, ant! old; 

I led him to a lonely — 

'riie moor slmie dear and cold: 

Now here, nid k, ibis nan shall die. 

And I will liwvc In. gold ! 

** *1 wo sudden blows with a ragged stick. 
And one witlr a heavy stone, 

Onr ^'’-ried gash with a hasty Knlfe^— 
And then the deed was done i 
There was nothing Iving at my foot 
But lifeles.9 flesh and none! 



THE DREAM OF. RUGBNB ARAM; 

* ki 

i 

•» Nothing but lifcdess flesh and bone. 
That could not do me ill: 

A 

And yet I fear’d him all the more. 

For lying thei-e so still: 

There was a manhood in his look. 

That murder could not kill! 

•'And, lo 1 tlie universal air 
Seem’d lit with glustly (lame 

Ten tliousand thousand dreajrul eyes 
Were looking down in blame; 

I took tlie dead man by his hand, 

And call’d upon his name I * 

"Oh, God! it made me quikc to see 
Such sense witliin tiie .slain I 

But when 1 touch'd the lifeitrss clay. 

The blood gush’d out amain ! 

For eveiy clot, a btjniing spot 
Was scorching in my brain I 


•' My head was like an ardent coal. 
My heart as solid ice ; 
My.;wretched, wretched soul, 1 knew. 
Was at tlic Devil’s price ; 

^ dozen times I groan’d; tiie dead 
Had never groan’d but twice I 
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THE DREAM OF EUGENE ARAM.. 

•4 

now, from forth the fro^vnlng sky. 
From the heaven^s topmost height, 

I heard a voice—the awful voice 
Of the biocd-avenging Sprite:— 

* Thou guilty man ! take up thy dead 
And hide it from my sight! * 


** I took the djeary body up, 
And cast it in a stream,— 

A sluggisli water, black as ink, 
The dcpih was so extreme;— 
My geiatle boy, rcmcni,I)''f this 
4 Is nothing but a ! 


'•Down went tie corse with a lioliow'pltWige, 
And varus'iM in the poed ! 

Anon I cli-ansed my Llo(’n’y luiuds. 

And w'ash'd niy joitJu'ui cool, 

And sat amono ;he nublns young. 

That cvf'iung in the .school. » 


•' Oh, heaven I to tliink of their white souls, 
And mine so l>Lck and grim! 

I could not share in childish prayer. 

Nor join in Evening Hymn: 

Xike a Devil of the Pit 1 seem’d 
'Mid holy Cherubim! 



THE DREAM OF EUGENE ARAM. 


«And peace went with tnem, one and ail. 
And each calm pillow spread \ 

But Guilt was my grim chamberlain 
I’hat lighted me to bed ; 

And drew my midnight curtains round. 
With fingers bloody icd I 


« All night I lay in agony. 

In anguiish darh and deep ; 

My fever'd eyes I damd not cloa., 
But 9ta»‘cd at Slet-p : 

For Sin had rcncL-r'd unto her 
The keys of Hdl to keep ! 


"Ail night I lay in a;?,v':iy. 

From woniy ciuine to cliiinc. 

With one besetting i^>3iiL! Jiiut, 

That rafk’d rnc ail the time ; 

A mighty yearning, like the 
Fierce impulse unto crime ! 

" One stern tyratmic thoughr, that made 
All other thouglits it‘. hlavc ; 

Stronger and stronger eveiy pulse 
Did tluit temptation crave, 

^till urging me to go and see 
,, The Dead Man in nis grave 1 



THE DREAM OF EUGENE 

1 ( I 1 

** Heavily I rose up, as soon " 

’ As light was in the sky. 

And sought the black accursed pOM 
Witlt a wild misgiving eye: 

And I saw the Dead in tlie river bea. 

For the faithless stream was dry. 

, ( 

Merrily rose the lark, and shook 
The dew-drop from its wing: 

But I never mark'd its morning flight, 

I never hcaid it ‘.iiisj : 

Fori was sti)oj)ii)g once rigain 
Under the hi-nid th’ng. 


"Witli breatI)!c ')S speed, like a soul In cha>e 
I took him uj) and ran ;— 

The ‘le was PC) time to dy a grave 
Belore the day be;’an . 

Ill a lonesome w.sxl. with heaps of leaves, 

I hid diC n.iirderM man! 


*' And all tliat day I read in school. 

But my thought was other-where* 

As soon as the mid-day task was done, 

In secret I wtis tht*re : 

And a mighty wind had swept the Ieave|) 
And still the corse was bare! 
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THb DEEAM CF saGENB AEaM. 


* *^Then down I ca^t me on my face. 
And first be^n tt) m ecp. 

For I knew my secret then was one 
That earth refused to keep: 

, Or land or sea, thou^jK he should be 
Ten tliousand fathoms deep. 


** So wills the fierce avenging Sprite, 
Till blood for blood atone-i! 

Ay, though he’s nuriea 3i\ a cave. 

And trodden down with stones. 
And years have locren oil hn (lesh,— 
The wot Id shall see hi.-i bones ! 


"Oh, God ! that honld, horrid dream 
Besets me Jiow awake'. 

Again—again, wdih di/.xy bralu. 

The human iito J take ; 

And my red right hand giow'^ liof, 

Like Cranmer's at tJic slake. 


" And still no peace foi the restless clay. 
Will wave or mould allow; 

The horrid thing pursues my soul,— 

It stands before me now! ” 

The fearful Boy look’d up and saw 
■/ Huge drops upon liis brow. 
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FillR IKES. 


,That very night, while gentle sleep * 
The urchin evelids kis$*d. 

Two stem-facecT men set out from Lynn* 
Tlirough the cold and heavy mist; 
And Eugene Aram walk’d between* ^ 
With gyves upon fils wrist. 


♦ - -- 


FA.1R IKES. 


O SAW ye '.lot fal; hies ? 

She's th(' W'e't, 

To da7ilii wiien the sun is down. 
And rob the world 'v.-r; 

She took our ilayl'f,‘at wiili hi-r, 

The sSmlKs tluit wc J->vt' 

With morpjng blushes on her cheek. 
And pearls upon liei bicast. 


O turn again, fair Ines, 
Before tiie fall of night. 


For fear the moon should shine alone, 
id sUrs unrivall’d bright; 
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And blessed will tli6 lover be 
I’Kat walks beneath tlieir light. 

And breathes the love against tny dhoek 
I dare not even write I 


Would I had been, fah Ines, 

Tliat gallant cavalier. 

Who rode so gaily by thy side. 

And whi&pt’r’d thee so near I 
Were tliere no bonny dames at home. 
Or no true lovers here. 

That he ^should cross the seas to win 
The dearest of the (Jear? 


I aavk' thee, lovely lnf<^,. 

Descend abaig thi' shoo*, 

Witli baiuL of nobk mJeanei), 

And hauiiers waved before: 

And gentle youth niid iriaiJens gviy. 
And snowy plumes they wore; 

It would have been a neanreous dream, 
—If it had been no more i 

' Alas, alas, fair Inei, 

She went away wifli song, 

With Music waiting on her steps, 

' And shoutings of the tlnong ; 



THE DEATH BED/ 

I » 

'1 If 

But some were sad and felt no mirt^i . j 
But only Music’s wrong, 

' In sounds that sang Farewell^ FareweU« 

To her you’ve loved so long;.** 

' ' \) 

^ j. 

Farewell, farewell, fair Ines, 

That vessel never Imre 
So fair a lady on its deck. 

Not danced so light helore,— 

Alas. fo(‘ pleasure on uic sea, 

And sorrow on the !>h'^)Tc f 

The smile that blest one lover g lioan 

Has broken lUa’iy moic! 


THE l)EAl*n BED- 


We watch'd her brtathhig tlirongh the night, 
breathing setft :uia low, 
j^in her bieast tnc wave ol life 
Kept heaving to and Iro. 


So silently we seem’d to 
So slowly moved ahom. 

As we had lent her half our powers 
To eke her living out. 


u 



SONG. 


Our very h-)pcs belitd our feais, 

Onr fears oui houes belied— 

We thoui^ht her dyiruy when she slej t, 
And sltcping when she died 


For when the men c.iine d m and 
Aiid chill wl h «.i y ho 
Her quie*" cjtlids t ■> d 'cl I 
Anotnti mo'll Ui n outs 




TiiE'ir 1 kw f)r die fliw tt 
And honrv f tl i 
An 11 owoi t c 11 1, 

And If VC toi } u a 1 1 ir c 


There art tears fai the i my 
And pkasuiL »ci Iht lew , 
But let the Woild pass on, dt<ir. 
There s lave m. and )ou* 




C *4 ) 


AUTUMN. 


- T/ie Autumn is old, 

i 

Thp sere leaves are flying ; 
He hath gather'd up gold. 
And now] k' 1 'fl\• 

-O’ 

Old Age, begin sighing! 

The vintage is rljic, 

The liarvcst W lu aping ;— 
But some that have sow’d 
Hatrc no riches Tor reaping;— 
Poor wetch, fall a-weeping 1 

7’he year’s in fix’ wa’ie, 
'rhere is nothing adorning, 

7 lie niglit has no eve. 

And the (hit has no morning 
Cold liter gives earning, 

! 

4 

The rivers run chill, 

The red sun is sinking, 

And ( am grown old. 

And life is fast shrinking;— 
Here*s enow for sad thinking 




I 6JBMEMBER, I REMEMBER, 


I REMCMBCRi I remember^ 

The hr»u9e where I was born, 

1 ne little window where the sun 
Came peeping in at morn ; 

He never came a wink, too sorm. 

Nor brought too long a day, 

But now, 1 ofter. wish the night 
Had heme my brentli away ! 

I remember, I u membcF, 

I’he ro&es, led and white. 

The violets, and the iily-cups. 

Those fiower, made ot liglil 5 
The iiiacs vvluMf; 'iu lobln built, 

And where my bs other set 
I'he laburnum on hia birth-day,— 

The tree Is living yet! 

I remember, 1 remember 
Where I was used to nwirjg. 

And thought tlie air must rush as frech 
To swallows on tlie wing; 

My spirit flew In feaLhens then. 

That is so heavy mnv, 
cAnd summer pools could hardly cool 
The fever on mv bjMw ! 


tf 


CHE POET a PORltON» 


I icmembcr, I remember 
The fir trees datk and Idgli: 

I used to think tlieli <!ionder tops 
Were dost aiTtumt the sky* 

It was d ch]ldi h ignorance. 

But now ’tl'i littlt joy 

*1 o know I ni I *. ofl from Htav*ii 

liunwhenl ' boy. 


THE POET’? PORTION. 


Wn \T i*^ a mipp— d ru j I n - a dower- - 
A m»g*c tal m.Ji r[ powtr' 

A poet s 1 1* possession o “ tt curl- . 

He Iu'> tir ti lOjnciit I a ti cer s J irth 
Bdort I iid(ling--t»L tit/rsiKC* irciks, 
And ^ '1 ^cr cp.um t lob him ol tlicir chceka. 


Look—it h ‘ dass n 1 f nf t a'- other ;ncji''s 1 
1 wtnlj bi ipIiL flusht h—cre another kens 
Ihe far-jt of suriUp^hr is abroid—he sees 
Its golden ’lertion f the topmo t trees, 
fkad opes tlie splendid iis'^iires of the morn. 



I T-HE POET S PORTiOK 

i 

"Wltdin do hi$ fruits deUy; when doth hU corn 
harvesting ? Beioie doe leaf 
U commonly abroad, in his pilM sheaf 
The lagging poppies lose their ancient flame. 

No wtftt d ere is, no pU a^surr I e in nimt. 

But hp will Sip it first—befjrt the lees 
*TiS his to taste rich homy —eit thi 1 ts 
Ate busy witli th bi ooms 1 le niu/ foi t still 

rosy adieur lot lus eoroiul, 

Beforp th’ eypectaiit I u Is ipon tm bon^li, 
Twining his thouqJits to LI )otn upon his brow. 

Oh! b!?st n sted fli\sfrii r^stuS 
Before it** leafy pi i sc lu e f )t lu t d 
Lravcii are but vsiuj. sen ivl uli th siinimt Hi s* 
Ai d cadi dung r ^-iidial 1 iik ul di s, 

Es/jp d m d uugit , bat Ins i ich dnnKin^s 1 ( 
Like overflows of immoit il y 
So that what di* re is sUep d shall perish never 
But live and bloom and 1 c a j y i ■ tver. 


^5 


i; 


>4 


i L Oa •< T in—-TT- ^ 

y-?: Mjv ; ' ' 

i ■' i.BiAjiCA I—feir Bianca!—who could dwd.i 
1 


f , 


,1. 


•: 'V."' 


I "’With safety on her dark and hazel gaze^ ■ 

|V,'> there lurk’d lu it a witching spelt, 

, Fatal to balmy nights and blessed days ? 

The peaceful breatJi tJiat made the bosom swoH^ 
' $he turn’d to gas, and set it in a Idaze; 

El^ch eye of hen had i,ove’= Enpyilon irt it, 
That he could light hi-' link at in a minute. 


. ' '.A' ''i 


, V 


'.r 4,, 

1 


BIASCA’S 

A VENETMN SToilT,, 


■)t. 




So that, wherev< i in h.r charm*, she shone, 

A thousimcl . vv( li kindled into flame 

Maidens whf^ ii:i*-('d Itc-r looks foigot their own^ 

And beaux wc t turn'll to namheaux v,here she tam^' 
All heart-, indeed wen. conciucjed hut lier own, 

Whioli lime coi Id I'vii tempo down or time: 

In short, to take o.h Jiiiits 

She might have- vinitf •\ ovf; it,—‘•From Flints.’* 




'»•. * * 
. e,.d 


; f-' 




I 1 1"' 11 
1' (. 


She was, in truth, the wonJci of her sex, '"'v 

At least i,! Venice—wliere with eyes of brovri. ', ^ d - 

' ^JT'- s',''. 

rcaderly languid, ladies s),lJ(>in vex : 

*b ■ * ' 

An amorous gentle with u iiteJless frown : ' , 

'Where gondolas coiney guitais by pecks, 7 ' 

: And Love at casements climheth up and doyfo^ , 


'Whom for his tricks atid custom in tliat ■' 


1 

/ have considered a Venetian blind 








' ^ A 

I ' -i ' v' ' , 
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xjjanca’s dream.,, 

So Julio bVec!:—^twas nothioj; but a pet 
He took at lifi*-—a momenUry rpite; 

Besides^ he hoped ihat 'J'une would some day j|>ct 
The better < i L^'vc’n ftitno, however bright; 

A thing that 'rirfu- Iuj^ Mover cornp.i'-s'd yet, 

I'oi I.XVV, \vt kn >vv, is an light; 

Like; that old , ti .it. tpiiie beyond a doubt, 
Wa^' ulway'" iin—foi rov.r ho f. und it out 


Mraimo'de, P.iTu ,i tMe.Ln'd— r^vT- ouot v/hen ? 
Alon^ tix'd.ii ,i b- '■ tn .^wutp, 

■■ 1,1 I. X 


Lik' 11 youny lb'"' 

M'M' ’ , 

,, f 

i 1 »« 

(»- 

','>‘S aio 

:iiy,ht, 

/iitbi'’ in ‘X?' 

' ' 0 , y 

i ; 


''V: 


The flow''"': L.. ' . 

'' ■ n, : 

; t i 

'v 


by’ 

Was gone, 'n: ’ 


k j 

\ ^ 

1 t 1 ^ Ci V i 

?(' 'K‘< p. 

And all the I*:'a 1 

'm. h 

.! !, 

•, • 
0 , 

^ * t 

nv* 

1, 

dieir why > 

--i:.. 


O' 

MMe- > 

. hs. 

JjOne in her 

IP. t ■' r 

*1 1 i.y .1 

. tiv 


' t.-f \eJ 

maid. 

JH’ e-iiv 

r lb 

\ L't- 

.':!. l)ei players. 

But (-]. -j 

’ ' * 

.1 

■fej 

• aU’, 


7 'hafr ^•obb d tin 


1 

a 1 

1 '■‘0 

(i tile it 

shares; 

For Jidb) uriLfLrni 

'ih 

t K 

• « V n t 

, 1' “ 

]la/d 


Hislnl' Vie.o, 

..J.'i O' 


itj. 

nous airs 

f 

Born onb unde; nr 

i* 

■ith Ir.! 

lia.i 

4 . 

i«..S 

0 


\V''hciv every /i.bde has it Ihidge of Sighs. 


*I51anca’s dkeam 


Svrtjet wsA the tune—tlit; word*! were even sweeter— 
’Praising her oytrs, Ilr*r her oo'-c, her liair. 
With all the <-omiiH)n trope-j vvheie’iVitb in metre 
* The hackiity pot;f'. “ overrliui;* ■ i'e,’ir fdr/’ 

Her shape was like h\r i i-0!i j. U:t • 

Her brow with !I ‘I- n *■ )'.> d't 

Cupfih aiasi was -’vii'i 
JuliO'—tin; v/erpj’.i;; v.'.!'‘'jr-i'i.Lir Acji'.o 


Now, after itt" :u‘! r.e' 1 . 

'Twas’n't-s ) ' 1' ’ 10 ”1’ - 

\Vh'‘t it d;.I ,. . ‘p 'I' I'l'.’: 

'To .jftk !\ r rui* '■'■! *■ ' 

’Twa."'a Jargr ioh;<''. ’'if'M t'l, i. .v 

Reflifi' i" . t 'jii' !:■ r. '' ' > 

And tJuMv yiu‘ ra-'d e;.* /I'' / 

Tltat aho'.v'il h*. .'ro, " k\«’ if " f-aw. 1 > .nA 


And long Ivt lovely ^ yi •> w- 1 »‘ h' id m ti'jal!. 

By tliat du-'ii pjg,-v/keii ii: t iti- 
That Julio w'U. !'(> .-in- ;it *di. 

She toKl ' ;'■> . ■'’ic loM Ia s i>i‘uc!'; 

Meanwhile. t!u I'.rct'si’i 'nliK iv ^ I,!! 

Two curtain-’ i.iiii.r liii.!' tk-- Id} ’n- iii,; 

For sl#.*p had cu’ps an I < i dd he, ui 
Just at the hcilf-nay ,'nH\ j-nty-s. 



«4 eianca's dream. 

Then like ^ droopinpf ro'^e so boiiJed she. 

Till her bow'd head upon her hand reposed; 

But still she plainly s.ivv, or ‘'t v ni'd to see, * 

That fair jefleeriori, tho' )ut ^'ves wtse closed, 

A beauty hri;.;ht .t- v. v^as ^vont to he, 

A porrrah Fancy p.iintLd whiL .dje dozed; 

*Ti'’ very nalinal, sona' people ::.v, 

T'o dresm of what wv .Iwt il or, Ui O'fo clay. 


Stiil shone hei niri-- ^ t ^lO^ ' ihe ssmo, 

Bui 'p^an ‘'omo dr- eis t--':,.!'- ' r-- .isv-nr'it', 

And sadclei ihoin’i,!- ifh‘-.id I., tliinj”-"? eaine— 

H( r eye's je^i,r i-r. p \r, i-, t lips llu ir bloom, 

IlfT ti'tlh h-Vt oe.'. h 1 in • -ir! Mv 

Her rhc'i.' w^ to ','ii,;e,i with Pii , jier with 
th( un; 

Then; wri'. u tliro'e y . hfi I< , *1 wflom. 

Tor, oh! thv f a in’:.(r, 'o iiej ^;do. 


y\nd lo! tipon her j-.h! brow, 

'J'ht rni' 1 trenches ot in yir.'r as'je. 

With i*.am-, h’j£ ziio.t nn-i'jinii, yan to .show 
Her j-ia^e veas hooKic ! -r rti,- scveiirh stage; 

And wh(.rr hu nr -i t t-- . - ^ed to How, 

Some iotPs that '.'imo Isad left liet in Ids ragv. 

And soni'i n'.otl, }ingle*>, made liei forehead sluitty, 

A compound (like our Piulmsj of TCte and Braidy. 




I31ANCa’s dream. 


.,Tben for her —a!as! liow Saturn weeks, 

iA.tid beiiils, and corkscrew*! all the fiame about, 
Doubles the hams, and crooks the srr.iijdite^t necks, 
Dr;iv,rs in tJic nape, and pii h' >■ i>)i:h the '?noi*t, 
|Makcs backs and t.romarhs ooiU' '\e or i.r.> «<•,<; 
Witness i!ios.- peiidoiki', ca’V i I” /: 1 


“Who uU day watcbl’i^^ {,if' aw.! t 'ii.I ote'-, 


Quaintly uubeiid tli- n; Jv 

1 -o 1 

' O I'O 


So Time with i i'- L.' 

■t ai', ani ■ 

ma !< 


5f«?r ftiiapi. a b-n*. tiu' < 

'’i' 'vva . 1! 

d.e an : 

v row ; 

His iron upop u i \ 

'■1. I'l i ■ 1 

1 

p 


And t\s i-ted alt av, i j 

■J ' ’iN lH ' . 

' V j f' 1.' 

' vv k 

la trrrh it wa-f a t 'laTipc - 

- .'-e kul ^ 

1 t 1 


"i'rK’ hoiv i’eni n f,.ji li 

« A 

’ i 'n. ; 

• 

. e'A' r.e 

;-v,% 


But spectacle'; a?i',! nil.y m rm .1 ♦.) jr..ikc het 
b’oraething bs twn.:; a (dus'ite aini a r. 


•i 


Tier grief and paM nieanwiiile \\r:e i'r.iti- extienu’. 
And she had ample n’a'''.''ii i('r hei troidde; 

For wivat siid maiden <‘.,n tiK'hn' si-i'm 

Set in for sim:l!'i)t.''S. *ikn:'»h gifnving double? 
The fancy madden'd ht' ; bi.t uinv the .beam. 
Grown thin b\ petting ! i/gei, Hke ri I'uhlilc, 
Burst,'?—but still left some '.ia;tme:its ot iti si.:e. 
That like the soapsuds, sm.utvd In her eyes. 



BIANCAS DREAM. 


2l! 

And hejfe—just here—as she began to heed '' ' 

‘ ‘ ^ 

The real world, lier clock chimed out its score; ' 

A clock it was of tlie Venetian lireed, ' ' 

That cried the hour fi<mi one to twenty-foul* 5 

f 

The works raoicovei standing in 'tomc tjecd 

« 

Of workmandiij!, itstiuck some do/en more; 

A warning voice that rlcn'.h’d liianca’s fears. 

Such sLJokes refening to her yeats. 

r 

At fifteen chimes she was hut half a nun, 

By twenty 'K*' li.ei rcnniineoJ ihe v< ii; 

She thougfjc of Tniio in-.' at riventy-one, 

And thirt'' nrui' he: vi ry sad and jtale. 

To paint that ’ine. i.hi'Ts iur chann"- VntrdJ run; 

At forty all «i)i nani began to 'ad. 

And tiK'Ugiif 0'' as th^ late eiiani cross cl hetf 

Of sragh' hie^'-A'diA' , tl'aa angle Oi iste^. 


And so Biarv-a ihrmyed ; the next sweet even, 

Witi) .'tjiitj ifi a idack Venetian haik, 

•Rov'M ‘■'low and sti'-Irhiiy—the IjOUi, eleven. 

Just ‘lOimcling from ♦he tower of old St. Mark; 

She sate widi ey!"^ tiun'd quietly to lieav n, 

]-*ercha:'ce lej' iHug in die grateful dark •/, 

That veil’d hei hlushing cheek,—for Julio brought 
Oi course, to bleak tlie ice upon the w’ater. 




“;i^V->rjv’ TrV?^> ‘ ' V.' ' ' .. , ‘ - ■ i. " 

i 1 :V \-:' ”' ^'■■' -'\ Bianca’s ' dream. 

.A'-t-.c S' ' : 

- Blit whftt pui2le is one’s seiiou*; mind " 

"i ,;;'■ *' xo open;-—oysters, when tlu; icc is tliiok, 

) V* ■ Ml -. ' 1 

' y-^‘‘ Altenot 80 <nfficult and ilisinchned ; 

' "Ik * 

t ’ And Julio fi-il, the declaration .-tick 

'' ' 'i 

i v'.v J 'Ahout his tliroat in a ino!>t awlnl kind ; 

^i^ ■ ~' * t ' 

" 'y,.'" ■'' However, he eonulvcil ky kits to piik 

,Hli trouble forth,—much like' ,i irutcn coi k 
• ■ Groped from a iong‘-iuck\l l>otde with a j'oik. 


;;il\ f. 

r M» ' Ate •''' f' 


^ . . * 
»! But love is stIiJ tli“ cjhic kest of jU i(‘a.lcr‘>; 

" ' And Julio '^enr hf-ic' ^ tito-c i >!"- p'ofiM’, 

i' ■ That Engli'Ji U .cui l’)ii''';i j)li.uie»'s’. 

In help of language ic' <?( O'.-' -- 

Arms, shoulder.-i, tin,;cis, .ill v,NT intcic/.' , . 

Nods, shia;y, and ht’»n’-, Ihaiica loul i .t cii'K>>p 

\ 

h ‘ But soften to hi'- m i: u irii s.i mc i.u iiii), 

' " - He tCkld his story vitli "O tnucli agility. 


k. ”Be thou my juik, and I will !>e tiiy dear,” 
(So he began at last to tij)“ak or qnate;) 

V -y. .«Be thou my bark, am! I thy ' oiulolicr,” 

‘«'■■' •''' . (For passion takes this ijguMtive note;) 

V ;V„ ‘‘'Be thou my liglit, anti I thy ch.imkllei ; 

’■ Be thou my dove, and I will be tliy coto j 
‘^My lily be, and I will In.* thy river; 

Biou.my life—and I will he dty liver,” 


i-'- 

I'* ‘ V, 

T; Tv 
1 ^. / \ 


- •* 1. 'v'*' ^ 

V -1 V » ’ 


*S- BIAKCik's DftEAM ' \ J' 

' r 

* , t <1 ' 

'Tbis, with more teiuler loj^ic of the kimh 
Ho pour’d iuro her small iuul ''huU-like t’4r^ 

That timidly hi' I'p' itK'lincd ; 

Meanwhile her t yts on the silver aphere 

’That t’YCJj now htpin fo srt d heliind 

A dew) snpoin, which wa^ lingernear, 
Wht'reiri the dull monti cn'jo .dl dim and pale, 

Ju«t b’kc a \ill’,in jinfsiu’. on tii^j veil 


IMudir." adieu to :ili hu 'p, k'> - riK- '.tais, 

I'hat cist li.ul w 1 .c J w-'i-Idj'.p',! (Ti Jill rraln^ 
Saturn and Ih'-p'u. , ’ ' ii..nt .Mai' — 


- V. .til 

1 ■ a. ■ MY 

ai'ai 

1 K 1 

111. 

i ’id. .!) . 

! ’! 'he < 

!> 

.11 

.!'>f ’‘i.'*. 

11 til '< ' 

liP'' '> 

a in. 

-full. ' .0 

111' li.tr* 

. I hpv., 

' 

llki verl. 

1 1 " 

'w I 1. l H 1, 

''i In : ii 

ip<‘. 


lie took the hint hill *pt‘'ilii ,'. and hack’d 

J^y lov'. and nly'ir, jind ihi ocrj'ic'n’.s meetness. 

Be 'ro■'.^n srnv'iiihi'.; ■'!) he: iliock that smack’d 
rrhopyli ijuitL tn dl. >■'< t of ainbroshd sweetness j 
Thar TimJe Ik r linn), uli wdnrJ ki*'* s lack’d 

Till then, lait Vvltar shr knew not, of completehewt, 
Being u’ied hi’.L s,i.-.tcily sahiUs to lu 1, • 

Insipid —like .sandwiches of veal. ■ - . 


kV . » ,i'>' «-\»»*'*‘ I *\ ^ ■ !• ' <!' , ‘.I % * I , *■ ‘'i'; " ' i' '•• 

\ > V ‘r - . ( \ '"JjTO'' 

'A RETROSPECTIVE REVIEW. ,, ’"'ia 

Tip i J » ^ 1 ." ' ^ t \ 

f'?' TJe took h«r hand, and «oon she felt lilm wting 
'■'''■•‘'f 0 The pretty finji^ers ail instoad of one ; 

'i . v ^u>n hh stf-althy arm he^’^an lo ciin^!; 

* * ' ^1 

■ ''•'. ilibout her waist that had. been ila }>';! Iiy none: 

" Their dear coiifehsioiT'. I fuih' av to divr, 

.p- ” ’Since cold Ut'sciiiaion sv .<uiil hnr hi- o.nro'i ; 

>' , Tor bliss and Irisli waK-hio h.i\,r tiic power, 

■ In twenty minuroi, h'.i iialt an ho-.a • 


A Kl-ri R(;SlT.i‘i'iVi: KlsVlLW. 


^ .. 

* r ^ 


* 


i i' 

I‘a 'V 

Jv"f" * '^ 

'• SL 

f<c- 


On. vriii'ii 1 \va .1 I'' ’. I> ly, 

IVIy day runl ni'di -. uut* full of p'j, 
My nn/i.'- ^Ntn* hliili'- asid kind '— 
No wonder diat i M'tnt-i.rm ■ -■•di, 

K J 

And ikiili flu tisn'-t'np fi.m my ty»’, 
'I'o cast a i.' 'k In hiivl ’ 

A hoop was an t fain n loond 
Of pU'C^im*. in .ln' I day'i I foniul 
A top a i(n,oii'> tiiin.;’ ; 

But now tliosv pa^r v!i'iii;lir'i 1 dioj,. 
My head, ala^'' is .ill niy top. 

And careful thou^dus thf 


- c » 




A EETUOSPECTIVE REVIEW 

. ^ • 

My marbles—once my bag; wa^ stored,— 
Now 1 must jilay wirli Elg;in’.s lord, 

- With 'J'hcheus Ihi a taw! 

My playful horsf lus i^lipt liis .string, 
Foigiittcn all his c.'iix-riuf];. 

And luirnL-sa’d ro tlic law * 

My h'tc — how l.'nL and f.n it flew! 
Wldbt I. a ‘-oic <d drew 

Aly pUsK.i'n.' *u>ni iln .Ky ' 

’Twas p.ijH’i'M f>‘i'ri:,h'>'is tlicnie*, 
'riie ta^ks I my ut di.ami 

Will m Ks.i i h f, ' 

Mv 'O’, t aii‘ winyi. .ili and nli-ao'; 

Aly (K’m’i" .itr ivadi .n' roon- rlnn load ; 
Aiy diy liL'. '-■i- "I inn! ,> f di , 

ATy i't u'' pn \ li!, n.v honje , 

Joy Juvt'i ‘.iti. a h-^.p 

Arid w'rti a e 'i' * 

Tv^j ’'.'otl-ai! laid iip'^'n the t-heif, 

1 air. j '■hiitti* I ock ituscU' 

'i'lic world kni'ck'' to .'ud fit);— 

Alv a;ciif!\ a I 

* f 

A:u! gni 1 i«;aij *.f nr.'.‘,■11 has turn’d 
A4y atro'.is and my bowl 






I'm' 

V^irVls:' ’ '''''. v .K^ more in noontide sun 1 bask; 

' .''J .A * ^ ^ 

’i..A 

,, ,>„':> ■^- If.'- 
■if Vj, .-V*' ' 


3 » 
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KJBSTTROSPECTIVE REVIEW, ^ 


A 


■T 


A' 




it',. 




>■"' ■' 'f 

Ti-., * 


V” ' 

< 1 <' 

'V/ 


(f/i^ 


My authorship's an encllcoS, task, 
j My head *s ne’ei out of school: 

My lieait i.-) pain’d witli MMrn and slight, 
I have too mu.ny foes to i;ght. 

And friends grown strai\u' )y c^'^u ! 

The very clr.mi jl’..it ‘>hajed my c'>iki; 
Holds oUu >u cold i h.nui to jih.lkf, 

Ic makt'' in,' ''li;;nk ao.l sigh; 

On th ',-1 1 nill not. dvvv.)) aiK; hang* — 

Thv cii-ingflli-'/ would not licl a Ji'n.: 
XhiHign d'.fsL slmu’uJ l'i:i (. yi ! 

Ko skies ‘o IjIuc* or su .sl'icui. 

As then ,—no !.■ u-i s look h.df "o glen; 

As i'loiijed th( i>]aygtoijnd tier' 

Ail things i iovcd are alterM ,-o. 

Nor dole's it ease iv.v heart lo kruwv 
That change it«iides in me! 

Oh for the giith that mark*-,! Hie boy, 

Tht trousers made of eiadntoy, 

> 

Well ink’d with Idaet and led; 

, The crowniless hat, ni-\i dis tn’d ui ill— 
'It^niy let the sunshine iclil 
Repose upon my head ' 




V ml* 




»•'Ji 
Haf* 

V 








'. *. .’''I , , ' r ''^« ’■■'■ X i^. 
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A KETROSPECTIVS RBVlifeW; , 


Oh for the liband round the neck! 
I'he careless dogs’-ears apt to deck 



II ‘ lim W f ' ■ 
* \ , 





My book and colKir botii! 

Kow can this formal man be styled '*■'. 

Merely an Alexamiiine cliilcl, 

A boy of lai^n r j 2 ;rowth? 


Oil f<!; tliat small, small iioer anew! 

Anvl (heaven’^ own ry]«‘) tbat nnlil sky-blue 
That w-i'’!! J try 'Aveet meat-, down; 

Tlie master C'en :—ao'; r'laf ‘•'r.ul 'Purk 
That fa"g'sl m> I — w-'J .< J', now my woik 
A la^' for .ill 1 ut to.\ n ! 


Oh loi tbe les',on’ ieii'n\I liy heart! 

Ay, lilt 'e.y birth's '■m'.rt 

bhoOi.; IDa.k fbo'.t . 

Td “ kI ^ ilie ’od/’ ;okI !if’ esigido 
i>ene.i.th the stro|j|L and esen iind 
Some Aii^ar la tlit' >/mc * 

The Ai.ihian Nijdo-. rdiearsed in bed,! 
'Jne Fairy 'I ales tri sebot.l-tip'io read, 

Vj-f stiidlli, ’twixi si'i'h aijf! noun I 
The aii;ri'I lorn! that aiwuy-. walk’d 
In all my dieaiio', and look’d and talk'd , 
E\.n.t!y like Mis& lirown ! 


RUTH 



\ , 

The bme ^—Christnias come 1 

': '' The prize of merit, won for home— 
, ^ ■ Merit ImJ prizes then ! 

• Bat now I write for Jays and 
, , { > For fame *- a deal of empty inaise, 

V ithoiit the silvei jjer: ! 



’i'hen '^home, sweet lh>n'.e ' tin i 'owdi d eoaeb'— 
The joyous .'•hour—tif loiul - 

The wiiiuiof' hoiH' liVe ram - 1 
The meeting s'.vr't'f :i'. t imd-- nn- Lnrili, 

The SW'oetnvMt'^. to'V)'' '-n.vtct stdl. 

No * AJitC ' i !■ 'J e ' ; til ! ’— 


When tlvaf i wa'' ti 'i- Iwi'- 
My days and nijdi*'^ Aen- fii!) jo-*. 
My mates \vere ■ 

No wondei r>)jt I ;iO'‘K m'P.cv lyh. 
And dadi LJii. ti.t.-ilio. i.AUi ruy l u, 
'I’o east a LjuIv btlnnil' 


-^- 

Rrn'Ti, 


She stood hre.isi hii'.o- ainid tlw. t-orr 
Clasp’d liy tile gwKli-n ['"ht of intjin. 
fcike th<’ r.wet thcart of tlie 
Who many a giowsog L -' had v n.i. 


ODE TO MELANCHOl^T. 


On lier cheek an autumn flush. 
Deeply rIpenM ;—such a blush 
In tije midst of brown was born. 

Like it'd poppies ^lown with corn. 

Kniind luT eyes her tresses fell, 

MMdch weic blackest iioriC could tell. 
Blit ionj;; lashes vedM a light, 

'J’lrat had else Iieen all toij bn’ght. 

And lu-i hat, v,>\h shady brim, 

IVIadc h< i fnidie.'d dim;— 

Thus s'lH- )'>d 'un;.: the -tviok ^ 
Ib.dsing (hhi wi'h -we'ere^t looks 

Sui'^. 1 I’d TKa ’n did ni.t mean, 
V'beii L it'-n tli’H! sluiiiLl'-'t but glean, 
L.u' !l'y 1.1 >wn and cr.-.ir, 

.Sb..ie j. ' lia'se'!. and rns hmie. 

f ^ 


ODE 'If) ML'.ANClIOLy. 

C OMi,, 1' t iis i>in raieful breasts. 
Like Philomel, ag linst the thorn, 

‘f’o aggrav.ite tie Inwaul giief. 

That m.ii es I'.i r ae^'ents .so forlorn; 
T1 a ’a o’ld li.i-, many cnal points, 
Wl.e.i 1 y ovji ho,oms have been torn. 



' ODE TO MELANCHOLY, 


And thert‘ are dainry tlicrrif^.i of grief. 

In madness to outlast the morn,— 

True honour’s deairh, affection’'; 

Neglectful pride, and cankeung si’orM, 

With all the piteous ta'ci tl’.if nai' 

Have water’d .since thi- v\ >rli; w is Pom. 

ThewoiL’J—it '■ :i wil.Ienie'.', 

Wheie ttais :i;v I'uii/, -ui c’.c y iiti. ; 

For thus my jp-xury phuntj y 
Makes ;ili romy' -wrtp With m/*’ 

Come let us si? cu>d watch sky, 

And laney clou’l.. Uij ■.Iv-inis De ; 

Grid is nionyj' to Mol du' o,-. 

And m.ike Ih,L\(. 1 t>Lch 

M^hy slaxif. Uutis siii^ such uv.ny nfites,, 
Unic.ss tlic’j waic moi! hicst, th.ui v,, ? 

No sorrow e\a r tliokes lie, h ili.eu.s, 

Except sweet ; Cn she 

Was born u- jiaiu .lU' i.-ait, the more 
With ht r sad nulc.-.e. 

Why .shines the So u lo i ;,t tii.U lie 
Makes gloomy nook f<n 'iiief to hide. 

And pensive .slmik s !ur ]\I. lancholy. 

When all the earth, is hiiyhr hedde 

Let clay wear .‘■'mdes, and ''re -ii 'pass wave, 

Mirth shall not ivin Its it.uk a;jain. 




ODE TO MELANCHOLY 


Whil.=:t man i" math* ol liis own grave. 
And fairest clouds but gilded rain! 

I baw mv mother it; her shroud, 
flci check cold and vcjy pf’.le; 

And evtr ‘■inti Iht Kx'k'd on all 
As crc.’.'-utc' doom'd 'o l.iil! 

Why do bii I'' ojH' o.icpt to di' .'’ 

Ay, let \i Wvi^'l; ill, iv'-'Ci t,'liber, 

And think <d ("n •ivv'ot.s: 

And o'* ‘ h'A\ tjl.U > 1\ iIi'T’i Hjt 

b'itt' d; ,'■■' 1 ''. A" !i!t 1 1 

Minvirc'- f .>c ! ’ Mid w m J.s, 

Montlf vt O' n ■>, >!,iiiik ttj noiK>:ht 

Ap nee f; : '> !>in ,i '‘"iu‘>Iit! 

I. ' I 4 


A>, 

l"t U' t.ii 

, 1; 1 ) ! 

him 

I'r 

'i :i ,! 

[, i;!' 

o!!m 

J- . 

!ioa 

In OV'v 

. d. ■!' < 

t 'de 

V 1 ' 

'..n 'ii'Mi 

/') nd 

io! oO' ■ 

f 

C, 

i 

a tomb . 

'11 

1 S 1 )' . 

noi'; 

• ‘ 1 

joy ^KidJ 


''I'o ih :j'c u ah !’bi ' a Mivcn plume; 

An 1 lot ibc vhM'c ^ !i,m.rnl tliought^ 

A sstmini" -licit b.i'b nmple toom, 

Whctc DiMth, w Id. kccn-jioinfcd style, 
}1 itli w'ir die (.o.nmoj' doom. 

H<'w w'i-'C ill' ycvi-ttec spie.id'^ its gloom. 
And o'er t^bo di.ivi jets kdl jt- dew, 

A'- '{ i’' t'.i'o it wept lor Lhe*m, 



ODE TO melancholy. 


The many liuman familn^s 
That sleop around itfi seem ! 

How rold the dead niaJi.' the^t stonc- 
WUIi natural di(»[)S !\ei x^- * ' 

Lo ! heie tlie lu-'-tr— ''le a t!i( win Id 
Doth lunv •)! f'lieef, 

Are in oTie r'>niin'Mi ’uii' lual’P, 

And levt, auil hilr ,ie e..l'\i!v ni-'*-; 

Tile le-'el! e\t'N thaf eu l '■iie.ie. 

Th'' lah'i.’-t ! 111'! . 'MI l>'el ^ oi u* 

Jh' t nc.f ^ I'l' 1^ I'l U) V. e e ii villi'-, 

An-.l ij[i MU' e\v I'K : V li M-t 
Oiu love up')’i e u. < ■ li. 

Out iieait'- j’O’' 1 , , ' 

riiuc i d ..o M.'iL'i j-'t, 

And '^oU'e .e II.- p d''Cay 

Eefop,.liar : vvi.- nieit pri. 

'I'lie lo'-c'- t ud ,i'.d 1)1-)- Ml , 

But Love may liaent iii» l of Love, 
x\iiil watch tl'( nipuid m Vaio. 

O cla«i> me, sweet, uhiLt tlion ait mine. 
And do not t.ike my terns alni■l^; 

For tears nui-t flo'v t-) wash away 
^ thought lh.it sliewt- sw stern as this: 
Forgive, if somewhile I Jorget, 

In woo to come^ tlie uivsent bliss* 



ODE TO MELANCHOLT, ’ 


As frighted Proserj)it\e let fall 
Her flowers at the sight of Dis : 

EvVi so the ( 1.11 k and bright will kiss— 

'I'hc sunniest things tlnow' ftterncat shade* 
And there is evhi .i iMjijjiiiess 
TJut piaKcs the iieait ufuild ! 

Now le^ us witi) 11 spell ir.vke 

'I'ln. K.il-orbM ninoi m gi ie\e our eyes ; 

Not f'ligl'.t, not hs'gl’.r, nn*, wjili ,i cJoud 
Lapp’d all .dieut he', i.t ]v>'■ lis*' 

All pale aftd dhn, ... i! i.i'n, teit 
'I’h.e gh(. .t ol ti'.- 1 1 '. sue 

H.’.d rrem ii ' . '’.i si- '■ s. 

7’!n' 'he -In ‘.'■■'ntee of iiglis, 

'rhe\e''\ le '■ nl, 

II hut to 'hi.ik ;n Ml icr tinii's 

J h( - iiii' (. In' i •- 'I h 'll. iiit>h 

As 'l ihi M ' 1 1.1 i<( K1 "f- hill ■ h-lf-c, 
tJfsih .I’lJ nu.i I, cl lOe U‘d h.icl; 

''dll 5inn f.tii ]'/ o ib.'t 'I ■>' e ie streams, 

1 hi' iniry l.'n'ji lh;ii ili lMM d the lad; 

Fu; so i' IS, with ^p« nt di lights 

yhe tiiints men's In im , an-i makes them madL 

All tl'ings are fciirh'e with Melancholy, 
lioin Ol the '.efiet niistjust, 

'I'o (eel iiet l.iii etheSN..il wings * 

Weigh’d vsitli >ile degraded dust { 



FOR DECLINE OP CHTOLRY, 39 

^ ' 1 V C s 

^ < t ’■ 

i‘ J ^ ^ 

Even tlie bright extremes of joy 
'"r , Bring on conclusions of disgust, 

\ ' Like the sweet bto-sems of the May, 

Whose frajrrJiuv ends in niiet. 

, O 

. O give hei, then, Ikt tiibiife ju'-t, 

sighs and tears, atul iundiip'^ iK'Iy ; 

:} There is no music in tin !iie 

' \ 

That aoiiocl' Vi'iiii idior Kui;*lne! 

. There's not a artuned to n.-iili. 

But has its chord in hlelauiholy. 


LAMEm' FOR'l’HE DEOidM' Ol' CHIVALRY. 

Wkli ha r th".* <i(ed ihnfce. 

Ail rliiv.iitoit, woik 

ernhii now and p.T^t' — 

' ’I'hat iron —\vhi< h M>tri( ha\o rliought 

Of mc’al ratli! r ('vor\vri»i.i^',hr- - 
Is now ill !st! 

1. Ay! where are tliC'O iuii ic kniglits 
Of old —tlui'.c armaihUi) v. iglits 

Who wore the jd ited vest?- - 
Great Charleniagnt* arul all liis pi ers 
Afe cold —enjoying with their spears 
An everlasting re a ! 


4* LAMEj^T POR DECLINE OF CHIVALRY 


The bold King Arthur .slecpeth sound 
So sli'fp his knights who gave that Ronud 
Old Tahk* sucli edat! 

C), 'J'imc ha‘ jdurl.M rljf- plumy brow! 
And none' engagi.' tounv-ys now 
I3ut those tlint go to law • 


Chini John f»'Oau!’it i q>':to gon(' by. 

And <Uiv iK^dmiL'- hut Ga'''. 

Oil, II.do Il<‘ JOiJot !i * — 

Bold Sidney, an,; hi- k- iivw-- nay, 

'I’host “fM!’) di.inn'o-, -w’.ia^ .'.K thoy 
But ' ''igi.*, V ':!'oiit a morn? 


No 

L)i 


}'e,V', I. a.'!! 


I a nv Tver (v * it 

ii bti. kin'' 

1 


^ .1 n, me j*-, n.n a i.e 

-'i’H' -fV!)-, a! 'Ml , * y cliJiMl , 

All a!! that * n a ;■ a 1 iiiu: 
'j'n i ,KJch a ho 1 ^’' eye I 


]j ..a s— 


Alas for I^ion-ll'i :>Tted Diik, 

'i'hat cut the ATodtm'! to the quick. 

Hi', wc.'pon lies In peace; 

O. it wouhl \\:nm tiiem in a trice. 

If they Conk! only ha\c a spice t* 

Of his old mace in Gieece! 



LAMENT FOR DECLINE OF CHIVALRY. 41 


IThe famed Rlnaldo In*? a-rold. 

And Tanored too. and GO(.Uro7 hold. 
That srplcd lIu* lioly well! 

No SiH'iici'n n-i('i‘ls Paladin, 

Wc: hear of no 

Bnr only j^ron ila, ‘■m.ill! 

Our Cl t'filn, fO'/, !iav>‘ do d 

To penny lin'n"s -a^ out 1 l.a k i'tinc.? 

Hi foric jitn*; \vfn:Ui '-CMir: 

The on!^ out. wc iv,*>rhin'' li.id 
* 

Was notbiic'- !.n; a .S.vnd-Aich lad. 

And look 

Where .oc tho‘( old .oid U‘ud >] th-'i'’, 
I’iscii j'?!.''--, ai'.,! tails and p,;'*i. .in'., 

1 iii. ti !'wi11 1 1rkjcilki'is, hi. iL'i ? 

A battle ''vi^ a lialtlc ther, 

A bicathinjr piece itf'woif^ 5 men 
Fight now—wiiii powdei puffs. 

The curtal-axL U out of dati | 

The good old cri>'5''h(Mv hends —to Fatej 
'Tis gone, tfj^* ar(‘he)’=i ctaft! 

No tough arm nihi tljc ''pringing yew, 
.And jolly draymen 'iilc, in lieu 

Of Death, upon the shaft | 




> - 


r ^ s “ 

42 LAMENT FOR DECLINE OF CHIVALKT^ 


Tht* ppear, the g;an.uu tiliei’s pride, 
Thi* ni'.tv spear i’^ LaJ a'-adt*,— 

O, ‘'pits liCJ'A'’ Ll'illlillr^Cr ! 

'I'lu* OMt of mail is left alone,-— 

AiiJ vvI.tTc is 'ill ch.iin aiiuour gone? 
Go a--k a riii^Jitoiv 


I > 

I 


■ '?'■ 


We fight In i<'pL‘s, an.i n it ir. lists, 

Ili'stowiijg ii^nti ro*! ■'.viJii our fists, 

A low a:i'l an' 

No mounted ni.ni i- n, nluiHvn • 

A tilt- i! is a tlnn;^ niif-ni >»vri— 

F,>.' t ja i A.tt a ‘ ; I 

Mi'Llo'i. >- ( ^ '••.Ik ' ui'iiOii'' ii.il 

C'la.i liJ f l'‘ . n . ' I•! ^ a!>. 

t oi ;• v'o';: till' ■ ipli.ini * 

M jl'ii i • i ii. I! rliu .‘■'am-' 1 fio. 

’Tl' hid l!u pu.'ol r LK 

i'hat !m "!■ s t!). b,fiance." 

I $ 

In la’ ils wii'.T, will r:o.iii'‘i‘' 

S' r jKini) i.\ fJie I'aif, 

Audi snittn' 'ph.mus .vhont? 

Or iilouJ if th \ an* i.i tliu vein? 

') hut tap will luvet run again— 

AI Is! the t is out 1 

V , 



CHILD EMBRACING illS MOTHER. 43 

;No iron-crackling now 'icortcl 
By dine of battlc-.ixe or swoid, 

I 

^ I'o find a. vital i-Lct*— 

I t 

'O Though ctMMin tloctors mHI pretend, 

„ Awhile before shey kill a tiiend. 

To lalioiii tl'KUi'. h lii^i ca-)e ’ 

Farewc-Il, ibtn, mu in',t iiif .1 ot oj’/Iit • 

Crusader, eruint ''ipi’oe, .mb kmgl.t' 

Oiii coats .mi; ni'toin Msiu-n; 

To rise WiHiid {jul'- nta.ki- yu \seep- - 

Sleep on. jn netj-bou ‘I'-tjs. 

A'' JM 1 salt tv co;[it'! 

» 


TO A CHILD LMk.K AC’INvr lilS AlO'i'HER 


I,ovi ihy mother, little one! 

Kiss and cl.np Im imk jg,.):;,— 
Heieafter she riuiy have a sor', 

AVill kiss and rla-p iu i tjeck in vain. 
Love thy ntothei, Intle one! 


Gaze upon Iiei hung 'yes. 

And minor h-ick he' love for thee,— 
Hereafter thou mayst sinuldei .sighs 
oJTo meet them when they cannot see. 
Gaze upon lur living eyes! 



44 


TO 


. , ' » I 

, F 

V * >• 

Prt,'ss her lips t]jc while they glow 
Whli love tli:it fiiey Ivjve often told,-'- 
HeitMfftT tliou may St j>ri*ss in woe, 

Ariii kiss thorn till diino own are cold. 

Press her lips t'le while tlicy glow! 


Oh, rcviro her rav( n h;.h ! 

Althoiif;h it l>o niir sih’er-piiA'; 

'J oo rally Drath, h i-l on l;y L\i’e, 
M.iy SI, 'rrii save one iti'.ii lotk away. 
Oh! I'cvdc !u I iti'.i'ii liaii ' 


% 

Pra^ f.M h," ..c e-vf 'id rnoru, 

'J'har Ih ( p n,M^ i.m;' liie ftroke defer,— 
F*'’ tiii'i. t !i>'t *lii' ji/l>'rn 
Whi ilani ill 'rk if> die wh)i h* r. 


at »'\L 


TO .—. 

coMpo'srn aT )i ^tti.iu'am. 

1 (jA 7K Ppo’i a rjfy,— 

A ity '“.'W anil ,strange,—. 

Down many a watery vista '• 
Mv fancy ta^es a range ; 






From side to side 1 saunter. 

And wondci whfif i iini 5 
And can jj'ev i’c in KngLmd, 

And / ai Rottc idan>! 

Before me lii‘ cli-ih wafer'¬ 
ll! broad can ib and cU'-'). 
Wheieoii tile 'lUee pvem!)' . ■11'= 
Slcci'- iL -tie- in thur bep; 

A sort o! \ nl; ar Venire 
Remind - rje w'lt'n' 1 am ‘ 
y, yt-,, v<nj . le m Eegl’iid, 
And i IT' at R>>!te: !aM'i. 

Tall b nn'-es uilK i^ia.lnt ^ a’ b'-, 

Wlu'ie iief-Lienr -iiin.'. 

Aful univ- t'lut 't-a-l '!.■ 

And t’ei' !'■ loima] line. 

An.I ma-* ■ <d -picy 
T'orii western Sniinim, 

All nil me )ou''e in England, 
lUit I'lV. ill Reao.lam. 

I'hose sailn^>^. Imw (nul.indit-h 
The lafc 'and mmi of each! 
They dt al in f'e.erm «re',iur£s. 
And rise a fou'ign '-pieih; 

A tongii'* n<'t K'lieii d near Isis, 




Jt >> 


'4 



' W^. '8 ^ i\'*" '•’ '> ‘ %-’^'*''ir ^ 
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STANZAS. 


•i 

there a bitter panp: fo'- lo'.«' vi-rntn'ocl. 

'•\i 'w‘*' '' Oh God ! 1 he dead lovt <i'>tli hot cost more tears 

j;,' 

Than the alive, the lovii;''', the heioved — 

Not yet, not yet htyoi^d all hope'; and locus! 

V'" ’ • Would J vvue laid 

a 1 "V, 

f' ,, ■'' Under the siiadc 

;V>„ ! Of the calm gravi, .uid lijc Ion<v of jt-ir*?,— 

« , * 

> I h 

f s 

11 

That love miglit die svhh ‘^oimw --I am s^rimv; 

■ ' Alid she, that la\f''i n)e tindo'(.-.t (loth j-re-.’, 

Most poison from mv rin- l lips, an:! hoin w 

• » t ' 

Only new :»rt(n;E-,h inno the <dd can's-., 

. ' ,'l Oh, this w'oild’s giief. 

Hath no rclieh 

- ' Jn being wrung fioju a giear !).i])plne.ss. 


* , Would I had never filled thine eye^: with love, 

\', Fqj- love is only teais: would I had never 
. ' Breathed such a cms'-like i)leshing as we prove; 

' Now, if “ Fart-w'cli ” < .svA/ hless thee, I would sever! 
d"', ,'?■ W^ould I weie laid 

Under the sh iJe 

' ' 'v Of ihe cold tomb, and tin; lung gia'^s lor everl 


SONG FOR THE NINETEENTH, 


Tjik morning sky is liung with mist, 

'rhe rolling drum tlie .-.Mcot alarms, 

I'ht; host is paid, his dait^;hti'i kiss’d, 

So now to arms now <0 arms. 

Oiir fvenin;: howl w.is strong and stifT, 
And m ly wo 'la h lor? oft, 

I iio’er was hidtai ladgia!, h)’ jt 

I’lu- straw wai I'l- niaid was soft* 

So now fo ainv. to .Lim , m .iims. 

And Jii'f joit w ll, my ilitli' d-ar, 

And ii tlu', a’-k wiio won vcat cli.ntns, 
Wli) ‘.ay 'twa-. :n you’ NiiU’UrjoJi y^ar 


01)r. ^'0 RAE \MLSON. ESQ. 


A WAX’nrurR, VMh<in, ftom my native land. 
Remote, O Ran. from yodlmusi and thee. 
When rolK hetw'cen n-, the eternal sea. 
Besides some iurlongs o( a foreign sand,-— 







- ^ - j f/OJi'- 

' '■* '\k wT'' ^ 

In brief it is an a«5pcct deleterious, ■'' X 

A face decidedly not serious, ^ i?;3^ j' 

A face profane^, that would not do at all " ’ >!" 


'In brief it is an aspect deleterious, 
A face decidedly not serious. 


''fc' ' ifi" ^ « 


To make a f;ice at Exeter tiall,— 

That Hall wlicre bigots rant, and cant, 
pray. 

And land each other face to face, 

Till ( v’ly fai thing-candle ri?;- 
Conceives it'jelf a great g.i'-light of grace. 




C 


■ ft! V ^ 

V I I i( ■ ’ s/*" 

('oV-*'! 

i"?r t' 


Well! —he ll>e graceless lineanricnts confect[ 

1 do enjoy this bcninteon-* bcanti'ous eartli; 

And dote upon a jc.sl 

**■ Within the luniti of becoming mirth ; - 

No solemn s metimonicvj;; face I inill, 

Nor think I'm ;-e.as when I’m oelv hiboi3.s—■> 

M 4 

bior stU‘^y v; my caiir tnm sujiri c Ibous 
To flame a Sabbath forgt a Bidi. 

1 pray for gi.ict'—rejv .ir ear'll -infu! act— 
Peruse, but uiide'-nealli the u,-y^, my Bible; 
And love mv nnglihour far too well, in fact. 
To call Y'»,)d twit Id.n wltli a godly tract 
That's turii’J by appliotion to a libel. 

My bean ferments ciOt with the bigot’s leaveiit> 
All creed.s I view with t(Je]MtioM thorough, 
And have a horror of regarding heaven ' 

As anybotly’s rotten borough, ' 
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TO^^'S't'-bDE To’iite-'wit^jj, 'xSQ.' ‘ '■' VlSr-fi^ 

Ll 4 * 1 • r ■■' w",' 

no part I take in party fray, • ; 

tropes from Billinjrsgate’s slang-whanging tartar4i,' ' 


.^^,^'i,yj^iiBssat no Pope—and let great Ernest play 
^QX and ^loose willi Fox’s Martyrs! 


'T ' 


I laii^i 3» over-iighteoiis men, 

K'Ip t M t T 1 V - 1 

r'i,.1 own I shake my sid'’s at rantei-', 

.piAtid treat .sham-AbrV’ 'iits with wh'kal banteis. 


A'A'". p own, that tliciv are ';s—but tlicn 

i » p‘^ :ii^' ^ -V ' 

it’s "when I’ve got my wine— say ti-canters! 




.■^^'>p^'^.I Ve no ambitioi» to enact the spy 


Oti fellow souls, a ripiiiriMl Pry- 


4L' *• 


’Tis said that peopde onglit to guaul tin ir nosc.s, 

•f 't 

I 'Who tlirusr them i'UpO ma'teis nt>ne of tlu iis; 

I t ' 


,'.p'"' .And tho' no (L-licary discomposes 

'*< Tonr Saint, yet i con>idei- faith atul pra'y’x 
, '■ Amongst the juivatest oi nun’s aliaiis. 




% do not hash the Ciospel in my Ijooks, 
And thus upon the puhhc mind intrude if, 
■/ ,' ,As if I thought, like Oiaheit.m cooks. 


'«. *4 


>No fot'id was fit to (*aL tilld liad chew’d it. 


• ■Hi 


On Bible .stilts 1 don’t ain*\^ to stalk ; 


'' Jiiiror lard with Scnptnre my familiar talk,— 
For man may pious texts repeat, 
yet religion have no iijw.ud .seat; 
not SO plain as the old Hill of Howth, 
got hi.s belly full of meat 

•’vtr ' 

'/>.he talks witli victuals in his month! 

■> '".frV ’ . I 




















how sweet the sounds of villdge bcUfl' 
IwJhifin on tlie undulating air they swim 1 

F r ‘ a / 

pwW iolyl as welcomes! faint, now, as farewells 1 
trejfiling ail about die breezy dells 
fd hy the wings of Cherubim, 

^^eunwl j|e the bees are thauling a low hymn j 
And loa sight ih’ ecstatic Ink above 
,Sings, 13 i a soul beatified, of love,— 

‘. With, nt W and tiu n, die coo of die wild pigeon 
O Pagan ; Heathens, Intidels and Doubters! 

If such sweet s<uinii’ < .ir.’t woo you to religion, 

. Will die harth voius ol chiueh cad.s and touters? 


' A man may cry Church ' Chun li!” at ev’ry word 
With no more piety tlian <»ther jjef»ple— 

A daw's not reckon’d a re!igiou'> bird 
Because it keeji'-' a-ciwing Irom a steei>ie. 

The Temple is a good, a holy place. 

But quacking only gives it an ill savoui; 

While saintly mountebanks tlie jiorch disgrace, 
4Aiid bring religion’s self into liibfavour! 

Behold ■’'on sei-vitor of God and Mammon. 

r • 

'■Who, binding up his Bilile with his Ledger, 

' r Blends Gospel texts with Liading gammon 

* 1 ''' 

hlack-lcg saint, a spiritual hedger, 

.jT^^fbacks hU rigid Sabbath, so to speak. 

Artist the wicked remnant of die week. 
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A saving bet against his sinful bias— 




“ Rogue that I am,” he whispers to hiiuselff , 
«I lie—cheat—do anything for pelf. 

But who on eaith can say 1 am not pious?” 


v c 

V % > 


\ • 


J A 1l>* , 

- 

1.1 •j fj- 


In pioof lio\v over-righieoiisnesii rc-acts. 

Accept an anecdote well hciseJ on facts. 

One Sunday morning—(at the da^ don’t fret} 

In liding with a fiiind to Pondei’s End ■''' ' , 

Oufjkle the stage, w. happetiM to commend > ; 

A certain tr.amiott that we saw ’JV) Lit. ' ’ 

Ay,” cried our coachman, wntl) uie talk to .. 

" f 

You’re rig,lit! i-o ahuig tlie ie<ad comes nigh it*, 
’7w as Imilt by the ‘nii'w man a*! iniilt yon chapd, ’L/' 
And ma'tt i wantei’ onre ic. buy it,— 

But t’other diir (he l'arc\'iii rmicli too h.ud 
He ax’d ''lire",';- a umi pm>lig/ous! 

But Iv ing no pa.’H'ular icligion-', 

Why, /.kz/, )ou sec, put ma ter on Jiis guard! 


V 


!•» 


Cliurch is ^ little heav’n hi.le.w, 

I have been there air! still would go,”—. 
Yet I am none of those wdio tilink it odd 
A man cati piay unhidden ivim the cassock. 
And, passing hy the cnsiomaiy hassock, 
Kneel doem remote iipoi/ the simple sod. 

And sue info}}nif JmiperU to God. 


I 






WILSOKj ESQ. 

rest* intolerant to none, 

^ ^JMSUCver shape the pious rite may bear, 
Sj'jt’n.lile poor Pnj^an’s hornage to the Sun 
would not hai^lily bcorn, lest ev jn tliere 
^fipUm’d some el'inients of Cluistian pray’i- 



' An aim, tho’ etiiui::, at a “ woild ayont”— 

■ Acknowledgm^'ut of pood—ol man’s futilitj 
A sense of need, and weakness, and iin.!ei'd 
'’^'h , TJlUt very thittp ^'o many Christian^ want— 

*,'' llumilitv. 

^ i'' 

':'f, ' Such, unto Papists, .lews, or tuibaii’d 'J'utks, 
Such is nn ‘Spirit—(I vlont mean my wMith!) 
Su^h, may it jjlease y<ni, is my Inimble faith; 

' f .know, full well, yon do nc't like my rtvo'/n’.^ 

‘‘ ^ I have not souphr, ’u‘, true, the 1 loly I„u>d. 

■ ' As full of text’■ 4is Cuddic llend'igp*' tuother, 
'The Itlble iji one Jviiid, 

’ V ^ 

V' ; And my '')wii ri>iunK)n-pl,ujL-!)ook in tlie other 

Jv ^ 

. ' . But yon have I'ceti to Paleitiue - ala. 1 
^ Some minds improve by travel, orbe’s, rather, 

. ’ ' ' Resemble copper wire, or brass, 
eW;" ,< Which gets the narrower by goinp iariher ! 

l^V 1 

4' ■'v Worthless are all such Pilgrimages—very * 
Palmers at the Holy Tomb contiive 

'r^ v" ^ 

The human beats and rancour to revive* 

4 That at the Sepulchre they ougnt to buiy, 
i4v* ' A. **1^7 sight it is to rest the eye on, 

4^'';., To see a Christian creature guizc at Sion, 
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' ' !>' - 


Then homeward, of the saintly pasture foil, , 




Rush bellowing, .ind hicathing fire aud smok^ 
At crippled Papistry to bntt and poke, 

Exactly as a skiriidi Scottidi bull 
Hunts an old woman in a scarlet cloak I 


'-i • 
'Vs, 




Why leave a serious, moral, pious home, 
Scotland, rciiown’d for sanctity of old. 

Far di.st,int Catholics to rate and scold 
Fo 3 — doisig as the Romans do at Rome? 

With such a hri-,tUnjr bpirit vvheu-lorc riuit 
The Land of Cakes f>r any land of vvalhis. 
About till.- gi'aceleis images to Hit, 

And \i\uz and rhafe imj>oitunaU as (liafcts, ^ 
Longing to carve iln* larv* is f(' h ■ )rch collops?- 
People who hold such ,.)j"olnte ojhnions 
•ShotiicI stay at h.'n7n, in P.fjtvstant (iominions. 
Not travel like male iVlrs. 'rrullope'-. 


f^Mfletl witli noble teskU-Ticy to eli<nb. 

Vet weak ai the same ihne. 

Faith is a kind of parasith; jilai’t, 

'rhat gra'-p" the iieari>r stem whl. tendiil-rings; 

And ai the climate aiul the soil njay grant. 

So is tliC sort of tiee to which it clings. 

Considei tnen, lieion*, like Hurlothnimbo, 

You aim your club at any creed on earth. 

That, by the simple acciderit of birth, 

Yoit miglu have been High Priest to Mumbo JcmfaQi 






TO SAE Wilson, 

. 

ff,^'' * > > 

tafli-tltro’ heathen iji^orancc twirchance, 

, .'j'-iK^t Juiving knelt in Palestitie,—1 feel 

' I ‘ , 

’ ,/Nohe of that griHinish ovorss of zeal, 

, tSojne travellers would hlaze with here in France. 

> ^ 

Doiis I ran ve in Virgin-like array, 

.'Nor for a seuffle witli tlie idoli h.mker 
Ifike crazy Ouix»jte at the pn]),je^'s play, 

,If their ** oHeiice be rank,” slioaKl mint he 
ranccKr 1 

'Mild light, ami by tlcgi .shouhl be the plan 
To cun; the il.iik j”-.! iwrinr miml: 

4 > ' 

But who would rusli at a In niohte*! man. 

And give him '".vo hlatk cyt'- foi being blind/ 


Suppose t!)e Omdet bur (uxtniauf hop 
Around a cankti’d .stem should twine, 

V.^hat Kentlsli boor wouid tear away the piop 
So roughly us ro wound, nay, kill rbe bine/ 

The images, ’tis true, are strangely diess’d, 

With gauds and toys extrunely one ol season j 
' The carving nothing of the* veiy be.->l, 

' The whole re'puguant to t!ie eve of reason, 
,EhQcking to ta-.te, and to Fine Arts a trea.sort— 

^ Yet ne*er oVrlouk in Idgofry of sect 
One truly Calfwlic^ one common form, 

'"At which uncheck’d 

C Christian hearts may kindle or keep warm 




;■ ■' 
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MU, .tft.-r'™r:s-M 




Say, was it to my spint’s jrain or loss, u *; 

s I ’ 

One bright and balmy morning, as I went *' 

From Liegc’-i iovt-ly environs to Ghent, 

If hard liy die wayside I found a cross. 

That made me lire.ithe ,1 pray’r upon the spot--* 

Wliile Nature of lieiself, as if to trace 

The emblem’s use, had trail’d around Its base * 

The Idue significant Forget-me-not? ■* 

Met bought, die claims tvf Charity to urge 
More forcildy, along widi Fuiiii and Hope, 

The pious choice h.^d pitch'd upon die verge 
Of a delicious slope. 

Giving die eye miicli variegated srope;— 

*'Look round,” it whi-jx-iM, -‘on diat pros|ierc 
rare, 

^I'hose vales so veidrint. ami those hills so hluej 
Enjoy the lainny world, .‘■o fush, and far, 

But"—(how die siinj-le legend jnereed me dno'l) 

“ Prilv: rouis lea MAMicuacux.'' 


S ' ■ ' /..'■M.VWU 

''*'V ..mTS' 


: ''K 

s,_ .vf. 







\ V - 


\ ^ 

With hwoet kind j,aturos, as in Jioney’d cells, 

Religion lives, and feels herself at liome ; . ; 

■But only on a formal visit dwells 
Where wasps instead of bees have formed the - 
conih. 

J- .* w ^ 

V - ' g« 

Shun piidc, O Rae!—whatevei sort beside ; , ' , 

You take in lieu, shun spiritual pride! 

' ; Js!' 

vCki’ii 



' ' V, .A 
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..«.<• J<i 


_ ' I*' 

. That Heav*n Kas shed upon me con amore^ ■ ' 
A Bird of Paradise?— ^ pretty story! 

I am that Saintly Fowl, tJiou paltry chick! 

Look at niy cjown of j^loj-y ! 

Thou dingey, tlii ty, drahMetl, draggled jill!” 

And oirgoe-> Partlet, wriggHng from a kick. 

With hleeding scalp hud ojion by his hill! 

That little simile exactly paints 
How sinners are despised by saints. 

By saints'—the Hypocrites that ope heav’n’s door 
Obsequious to the sinful man of riclic?— 

But put the wicked, naked, hareh'gg’d poor, 
ill parish stocks iu'^tcad of lirceches, 

I'he Saintsf—the Bigots that in public spout, 
Spieud jihosphonis o<' /eal on scraps of fusrian, 

And gi> like walkin g “Lucilcis’* about 
Mere hvjng bundles oi combustion. 


The Saint'.!—the ajnug Fanatics diat talk 
All cant and r.jnt, and iJiopsodies inghfiown— 

That Md you baull. 
ik Sunday walk. 

And shun God’-i work as you should shun youi own. 


' , 0 , 

- ‘ \Cf 

^ y''-' V i|j 


■'V 


The Saints: 

W^’ho tltinfc the m 


% 


F^*maiists, the extia pious, 
husk can save the soul, 



By trundling with a mere mcdianic bias, 
To church, just like a lignum-vita; bowl! 


.'Vi. 
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/'hW''# ', '■,f ■"', ,., 

*'iFyJ''' T?he Saints!—the Pherisetts, whose beadle stands 

* 1 \ ^ j 

! 'Beside a stern coercive kirk., 

' *’*!■% * ' 

, A piece of human mason-work. 

Calling’ all sermons contraban<i.s, 
i'f j i In that great Temple that’s not madewitli hands, 

• Thrice blessed, rather. Is the man, with whom 
iVr, ' Tlie gracious |irodigality of iiatiu’e, 

f ^ fi t 

C . The balm, the hli s, the beauty, and the bloom, 

'/ The bounteous providence in ev'ry feature, 

' Hecall tlie good Creatoi to his civaiute, 

^ ’ - Making all earth a fan--, all heav’n if? dome*' 

To fi 7 S ttin> d .spirit the wiiJ JteathLr-hell.s 
; . Ring Sabbath knells; 

' , The jubilate of the soaring lark 

.1 ■ ^ Is chant of clerk ; 

choir, the thrush and tlie gregarious linnet; 
jj' ^ The sod’s a ensbion for his pious want; 

‘ And, consecrated !)y the heuv’n witliin it. 

The bky-blne pool, a font. 

Each cloud-capp’d mountain i.s a holy altar; 

An organ breathes in every grove ; 

J, \ And the full heart’s a P-salter, 

' S t 

■; '. Rich ?n deep hymns of gratitude and love! 

t { 

U«l,^ - 

' SufEciently by stern necessitarians 
Poor Nature, with her face begrimed by du.st, 

■:.’.; ,,V'I»8tohed, coked, smoked, and almost choked; but must 
, g Religion have its own Utilitarians, 

> 4.'' <■* 


i -' ' '77^ 
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ODE TO RAE WILSON, ES<^. 


Laht'ird witJi evangdical pli) larteries. 

To make the road to heav'ii a railway trust. 

And churches—that’s the naked fact—mere ^ctorienf 


Oh ! simply open wide the Temple door, 

And let the solemn, swelling, organ greet, 

With V'ohintancs meet, 

The willing adivent of the rirh arnl poor! 

And while to Gt>d the loud Hosann.is soar, 
j With lid) vibralion^ ijom the vot.il tlmnig— 
From tpiiet shaJ(;s tliat to the woods belong, 

And brooks wiii' tniisie of iln ii own, 

Voices may come to ‘ovell fht' '!iv)»al song 
U itli notes of jii.o e the} le..*n d in musings' lone. 




How stiange if j.. svidh on all lital ions. 
That occ!ii)y tlie I louse and puhhe uoiid, 

W't aUv'ty.-’ nn'et wiili some InUi'ane suggi'stions 
Of gcntlt measures of a healing hind, 

Inste.td of harsh sev' iity ,ind sigtMi;, 

'J'he Saint alone his ])tcierene(' letnins 
For hih of jreniilties and pains. 

And ma'ks his nariow rode with legal ilgoiir! 
•VVlry shun, as wtu'thless oj .'ilTliation, 
t^’hat men of ail politit il per,suasion 
Extol—and even use upon f>ccai'ion— 

Tiiat Christian pilnciple. Conciliation? 



ODE TO R7\E WILSON, ESQ. I 

Blit possibly tlic m(‘n who 'Uch fuss 

With SutjJay jup[)ins unJ oKl 'I'lots iiihrm. 

Attach some otlicr meaning to the term, 

* As tlius; 

One market morning, in my usual rambles. 

Passing along Whitecluipers ancient shambles. 
Where meat was hung in many a joint and quarter, 
I had to halt awhile, like other folks. 

To let a killing hutrlier coax 
A scoie of lambs and fatted sheep to slangnter. 

A sturdy man he look'd to fell an ox, 
liull-fronted, ruddy, with a formal ‘•treak 
Of well-greased hair down either cheek. 

As if he dee-dash-ilee’d some other flocks 
Beside those woolIy-liLaded stubborn blocks 
That stood hefoia. him, in vexatious huddle— 

Poor little lambs, wdth bleating wetbeis groun’d. 
While, now and then, a tbii-^ty creature stoop’d 
And meekly snufl’d, but did not taste the puddle. 

Fierce bark’d tlie dog, and many a blow was dealt. 
That loin, and chump, and scrag and saddle felt. 
Yet stilh that fatal step tlu*y all declined it,— 

And shnnn'd tlie tainted door as if they smelt 
Onions, mint sauce, and hmion juice behind it. 
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At last thiirc came a pausi* of brutal force. 

The cur was silent, for liis jaws were full 
Of tan;.^letl locks of tarry wool. 

The man had whoop’d and holloed till dead hoarse? 
'I'he time was ripe for mild expostulation. 

And thus it stammer’d from a standcr-by— 

“ Zounds!—my good fellow,—it quite makes me— 
why. 

It really— my dear fellow—do just tiy 
Conciliation!” 

e 

Stringing his nerves like flint, 

The sturdy butcher seized upon the hint,— 

At least he .sei/.ed upon th(‘ foremost wether,— 

And hiigg’d and iugg'd and tuggVl liim lu'ck and crop 
Just uolcus 7>oIc}!S thi'o’ tlie open sli»jp— 

If tails come olT'he didn’t care i feather,— 

Then walking to the door and smiling glim. 

He rubb’d his forehead a'.d hib ‘^leeve togetlier— 
''Tiiere!—r\c rc’;/cili..ted him!” 

Again—^good-h.umouredly to end our quarrel— 

(Goo(i humour .should jirevail!)— 

I’ll fit you with a tale. 

Whereto is tied a moral. 


Once on a time a certain Englislj lass 

Was seized with symptom.s of siuh deep decline 

Cough, hectic flushes, c\’ry evil sign. 
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(>7 

That, as tlicir wont is at sucli (losT)(‘ratc* pass, 

Thu Doctors her over-—to an ass. 

Accordingly, the grisly Shade to bilk. 

Each morn the patient qnafl’d a fiothy bowl 
Of a .inino new milk, 

Robbing a sl)ag<!;y suckling of a foal 
Which got proportionably spare and skinny— 
Meanwhile the neighbours cried “Poor Mary Ann! 
She can’t get over it! she never can ! 

When lo ! to prove each prophet was a ninny, 

I’he one that died was tlie poor wetnurse Jenny. 

To aggravate tlie case, 

'I’hcre Were hut two grown donkeys in the 
place; 

And most unluckily for Eve’s sick daughter. 

The other long-ear’d creature was a male, 

Whv) never in his life had given a pail 
Of milk, or even chalk and water. 

No matter: at the usual hour of eight 
Down trots a donkey to the wicket-gate. 

With Mister Simon Gubbins on its bark,— 

Your sarvant. Miss,—a werry pjiring-like day,— 

Bad time for hasscs tho’! good lack ! good lack ! 
Jenny he dead. Miss,—hut I'ze brought ye Jack, 

He doesn’t give no milk—but ne can bra).” 

So runs the storj'. 

And, in vain self-gioiy. 
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STANZAS. 


Some Saints would sneer at GiibMns foi lu-i blindne* 
But what the better aie tl\eir pious saws 
To ailing sonU. than iliy hc'e-liaws, 

Witliout tlie milk o/’human ki'uluess^ 


blAN/AS. 


WiTn the good or'our country hi loie us. 
Why play the mere p.ii ti^.iiTs game ’ 

Lo ! the hioad flag ol rniglaiiil is o\ i us, 
And behold on Ixitli sides the same! 

Not for this, not foi that, not for any. 

Not lor these, not lor those, liut lor all,— 
To the last droj) of hlooci—the last jicmiy— 
Tog' ther li t’s stand, or let'i fall' 

Tear down the vile signs of a fraction, 

Be the national hanner unfuird,— 

And il we must ha\e any faction.— 

Be it ‘‘ lh'it.nM against all the world,’* 


( ) 


TO MY DAU(;iri'ER. 

ON HER lURTH-DAV. 


Dear F.inny ! nine; lonj.^ ago. 

While yet ihe morning '■un was low. 

And ro^^y Avitl) the Eastern g,lo\v 
The laiul ,cape ‘•mill'd— 

WhiUt lowed the nL\vly-WiikL'n''d herds— 
Sweet a'- tlie eaily song of Idrds, 

I heaid tliose tii <t, ilLliglitfid words, 

“ ’J'hou hast a Child 1 ” 

^sloiig with that njjii^ipg dew 
'J't'ars ^lisLi'ii’d in my ejts, though ft w, 
'I'o hail a dawning quite a.s new 
'Eo me, as 'Eime : 

Tt was not sorrow—not annoy— 

]5iit hkv. .1 happy maid, though coy, 

With giiel-like welcome even loy 
Foiestalks its prime. 

So mayst tlioii live, dear! many years, 

In all the bliss that life endears, 

Not without smiles, nor yet from tears 
'I'oo strii tly kejit; 

When (list thy inlant littleness 
I folded in my loud eaie&s, 

Tlie greatest jiroof of happiness 
Was this—I wept. 
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To MY Will;. 

Tuosk eyes that wcu* ‘'O bn<’lit, love, 

I Live now a dimmer .shine,— 

But all they’ve lost in h’j^Iit, love. 

Was what they gave to mine ; 

But still tho'-e orbs u-fli et, li've. 

The beams oi lotmii hours.— 

'rha*" ripen’d all my jov s, my love 
And tinted aU my flowe's! 

Those locks weie blown to see, love, 

Thar now are turned so g.iay,— 

But the yeai s w’lue spt'nt with n'.i, love, 

'f hat ‘>:ole riieir hue awav ; 

1’hy locks no hunger sli.'ii*. love, 

The golden glow of noon.— 

But I’ve .Seen lb. woiKi !o(»k fail, my lOve, 
When silver'd liy the moon! 

That blow was smooth and fair, love. 
That looV s so slui(lv-d now,— 

But for me it bore the caie, love. 

That spoiled a lionny hiow. 

And though no longer thi're, love. 

The gloss it had of yore,— 

Still Memory’ looks and dotes, my love. 
Where Hope adniiied before! 
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YOUra AND AGE. 


iMi'ATirNT of his cliildhooil, 

*^Ah mu!” exclaims yoimj^ Arthur^ 
Whilst rovinj^ in tiie w’h! wood, 

“ I wish I were my father 1” 

JVIeanwhile, to see his Arthur 
So .skip, and ])lay, and run, 

"Ah me!” exclaims the father, 

“I wi'ih 1 were my sou!” 


'I'llE FLOWER. 


Au)vi', across a foreign plain. 

Till' Exile dowly wanders. 

And on liis Isle heyond the main 
With sadden’d spirit ponders. 

This lovely Lie heyond the sea. 
With all it', household treasures; 

Its cottage homes, its merry birds. 
And all its ruial pleasures. 

Its leafy woorL, its sluidy vales, 

Its moors, and piirjde heather; 

Its verdant fiekls hidiek’d with stars 
Ills childhood loved to gather' 



THE ELM “!'Ri'-E 


When lo ! ho starts, with jvKul surprise, 
I’lomo-joys como rii-hin'; o’or him. 

For mcnlost, woo. and ci imson-tippM,” 
Ho spies tlio flower htTotv him ! 

With oa^or li.isto he stoojri him ilowii. 
Ills eyes with moistiae luizy, 

And as he i^lucks tlie simple bloom. 

Mo murmurs, Lawk-a-daisy!” 


THE ELIM 'I'REE. 

A J)KIAM 1\ Till-: WOODS. 


'Twas in a shady Avotme, 

Whore lofty Elms .i* ou ul— 

And Jiom ■ 'Eree 
I'hoiv c line to me 
A sad and Mileinn sen:'el, 

That sometimos murmiii’d over!’a a.\ 
•\ud sometimi's underj^round. 

Amon"'st the leavi's it seemM to sigh. 
Amid the I)o'j;^,hi to nio.in ; 

It muttei’d in the ^Um, and then 
Th e roots tot>k n|> tlie tone; 

As if henoatli the dewy f^rass 
The dead l)e;^an to groan. 
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No hrocze tlurc was stir tlic leaves, 

No l)olrs that tempests launch. 

To reiul the trunk or il hark ; 

No p.ile to beml the hrancli; 

No quake of earth to heave the roots, 

'rhat stood ho stitf'.ind staunch. 

No bird w.ii pri-enin^j up aloft, 

'I'o rustle with its wingj 
No sciuirrel, in its sptut or fear, 

Fiom boiuvh to bouglt to spring; 

'J'he sC)lid bole 
Hail ne’er a hole 
To hide a living thing i 

No scooping hollow c< 11 to lodge 
A lurtive beast or lowl, 

'I'he martin, bat. 

Or foiest cat 

I'liat nightly loves to prowd. 

Nor ivy nook so apt to shroud 
The moping, snoring owl. 

But still the sound was in my eav^ 

A sad and solemn sound, 

That sometimes murmurM overhead, 

And sometimes underground — 

’Twas in a shady Avenue 
Wheie lofty Elms al)Ound. 


I 
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THE ELM 'J'REE. 


O h.ith tlic Diy:ul still a tongue 
In tliR ungcni.il clime ? 

Have Sylvan S])irits still a voice 
As In the classic prime— 

To make the foiest volnlne. 

As in tlie olden time ? 

The olden time is dead and gone; 

Its years have fill’d their sum— 

And e’en in Greece—her jiative Greece— 
The Sylvan Nymph is dnmh—- 
From ash, and !)eeclj, and aged oak, 

No classic whispers come. 

From Poplar, l*inc, and droojnng Rirvh. 
And flagrant Limh-n 'i'rees. 

No livhig sound 
E’er hovu'*'s round, 

Unless the vagrant breeze, 

Tile iTiiisic of the merry bird. 

Or hum of busy bees. 

But busy bees forsake the Elm 
'I’hat bears no bloom aloft— 

The Finch was in the hawthorn-l)ush, 
I'he Blackbird in the croft; 

And among the firs the brooding Dove, 
’rhat else might murmur soft. 
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Yi't still 1 hoard tliat solemn scuiul. 
And f-ad it was to boot, 

^ From vj/iy overhanging^ l)Oiigh, 

And each minute-r slioot; 

From nigged trunk and m,7ssy rind. 
And from tne twisted root. 

Fiom those,— a molanclu'ly moan; 

Fiom tho^e\—a droaiy sigh; 

As if the Ijougli-, were wintry l)are. 
And wild wiiuls swooiiiiig hy— 
Wlie-roas the smallo-t fli-ecy cloud 
Was stodfast in die sky. 


No sign or touch of sriniug riir 
C()uld either sense observe— 

The zephyr had not hriMth enough 
'1 lie thistle-de>wn to swene 
Or force the filmy gossamers 
I'o take another curve. 

In still and silent slumhe*r husli’d 
All Nature seem’d to he: 

From hea\en above*, or eaith beneath, 
No whisper came to me— 

Excejit the solemn sound :iPvl sad 
From that NhsTLiuoua ’Fiu i. * 
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A hollow^ hollow, hollow sound, 

As is that dreamy roar 
When distant billows boil and bound 
Along a shingly shoro— 

But the ocean brim was &r aloot, 

A hundred miles or more. 

No murmur of the gusty sea. 

No tumult of the beach, 

^ However they may foam and fret. 
The bounded sense could reacli-^ 
Methought the trees in mystic tongue 
Were talking each to each I— 

Mayhap, rehearsing ancient tales 

* 

Of greenwood love or guilt. 

Of whisper'd vows 
* 

Beneath their boughs; 

Or blood obscurely spilt; 

Or of that near-hand Mansion House 
A Royal Tudor built. 

Perchance, ol booty won or shtred 
Beneath the starry cope— 

Or where the suiddal wretch 
Hung up the fatal rope; 

Or Beauty kept an evil tryste, 

Insnaied bv Love and Hope. 



THE ELM TREE. 


Of graves, perchance, untimely scoc^’d 
At midnight dark and dank— 

And \rhat is underneath the sod 
Whereon the grass la rank— 

Of old intrigues. 

And privy leagues. 

Tradition leaves in blank. 

Of traitor lips that mutter’d plots— 

Of Kin who fought and fell— 

God kiiows the undiscoverid schemes. 

The arts and acts of Hell, 

Perform’d long generations since, 

If trees had tongues to tell 1 

With war) eyes, and ears alert. 

As one who walks afraid, 

I wander’d down the dappled path 
Of mingled light and shade— 

How sweetly gleam’d that arch of blue 
Beyond tlie green arcade I 

How cheerly shone the glimpse of Heav’a 
Beyoitd that verdant aisle 1 
All overarch’d with lofty elms. 

That quench’d the light, tlic whiles 
As dim and ciiill 
As serves to HU 
Some old Cathedral oile! 
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THE ELM TREE. 


And many a gnarled trunk was there, 
That ages long had stood. 

Till Time had wrought them into shapes 
Like Pan’s fantastic brood; 

Or still more foul and hideous forms 
That Pagans carve in wood! 

A crouching Satyr lurking her(^— 

And there a Goblin grim— 

As staring full of demon life 
As Gotliic sculptor’s whim— 

A marvel it had scarcely been 
To hear a voice from him ! 

Some whisper from tliat hoi rid mouth 
Of strange, uneartlily tone; 

Or wild infernal langh, to chill 
One’s marrow in the bone. 

But no-it grins like rigid Death, 

And silent as a stone! 

As silent as its fellows be. 

For all is mute with them— 

The branch that climbs the leafy roof— 
The rough and mossy stem— 

The crooked root. 

And tender shoot. 

Where hangs tlie dewy gem. 
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One mystic Tree alone tliere isj 
Of sad and solemn sound— 

That sometimes murmurs overhead^ 

And sometimes underground— 

In all that shady Avenue, 

Where lofty Elms abound. 

Part II. 

The Scene is changed! No green Arcade^ 
No IVees all ranged a-row— 

But scatter’d like a beaten host, 

Dispersing to and fro; 

Witli here and there a sylvau corse, 

That fell before the foe. 

The Foe tliat down in yonder dell 
Pursues his daily toil; 

As witness many a prostrate trunk, 

Bereft of leafy spoil. 

Hard by its wooden stump, whereon 
The adder loves to coil. 

Alone he works—his ringing blows 
Have banish’d bird and beast; 

The Hind and Fawn have cantor’d off 
A hundred yards at least; 

And on the maple’s lofty tr»p. 

The linnet’s song has ceased. 
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No cyi: his labour overlooks. 

Or when he takes his rest; 

Except the timid thrush t?iac pee|ia 
Above her secret nest, 

Forbid by love to leave the young 
Beneath her speckled breast. 

The Woodman’s heart is in his work» 
His axe is sharp and go'^nl: 

Witli stunly arm and steady aim 
He smites the gaping wood ; 

From distant rocks 
His lusty knocks 
Re-echo many a rood. 

His axe is keen, his arm is strong j 
The muscles ser.e Iiim well; 

His years have re ach’d an extia 'patl. 
The number none can tell; 

But still his lifelong task has been 
The Timber 'Free to fell. 

Through Summer’s parching sultriness. 
And Winter’s freezing cold. 

From sapling youth 
To virile growtli. 

And Age’s rigid mould. 

His energetic axe hath rung 
Witliin that Forest old. 
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Aloft, upon his poising steel 
Tlie vivid sunbeams glanco— 

About his head and round his feet 
The forest shadows dance; 

And bounding from his russet coat 
I'he acorn di^ops askance. 

His face is like a Druid’s face, 

Witli wrinkles furrow’d deep, 

And tann’d by scorching suns as brown 
As corn, that’s ripe to reap ; 

But tile hair on brow, and cheek, and chi». 
Is w’hite as wool of sJieep. 

His frame is like a giant’s frame; 

His legs are long and staik ; 

His arms like limbs of knotted yew; 

His hands like rugged bark ; 

So he felletli still 
With right good will. 

As if to build an Ark ! 

Oh! well within Jlis fatal path 
The fearful Tree might quake 

Through every fil>re, twig, and Isal, 

With aspen tremor shake; 

7’hrough trunk and root. 

And branch and shoot, 

A low complaining make 3 
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THE ELM TREE. 


Oh! well to Him the Tree might breathe 
A sad and solemn sound, 

A sigh that murmur’d overhead. 

And groans from underground ; 

As in tliat shady Avenue 
Where lofty Elms abound ! 


But calm and mute the Maple stands, 
The Plane, tlve Ash, the Fir, 

The Elm, the Beech, the drooping lu’rch. 
Without the lea'-t di-naiir ; 

And e'en the Aspen’s hoary leaf 
Makes no unusual stir. 


The Pines—those old gigantic Pines, 
I'hat writlu'—recalling soon 
The famous Hj.Tian Croup Lhat writhes 
With Snakes in wild festoon— 

In ramous wrestlings interlaced 
A Forest Laocoon— 


Like Titans of primeval girth 
By tortures overcome, 

Their brown enoimous ,imbs tne) twine. 
Bedew’d with tears of gum— 

Fierce agonies that ought to yell. 

But, like the marble, dumb. 



THE ELM TREE. 


Nay, yonder blasted Elm that stands ^ 

So like a man of sin. 

Who, fiantic, flings his arms abroad 
To feel llie Worm within— 

For all that gesture, so intense. 

It makes no sort of din ! 

An universal silence reigns 
In rugged bark or peel. 

Except that very trunk which rings i 

Beneath the biting steel— 

Meanwhile the Woodman plies his axe 
With unrelenting zeal! 


No rustic song is on his tongue. 

No whistle on his lips; 

But with a quiet thoughtfulness 
His trusty tool he grips. 

And, stroke on stroke, keeps hacking out 
The bright and flying chips. 

Stroke after stroke, with frequent dint 
He spreads the fatal irash ; 

Till, lol the remnant fibres rend. 

With harsh and sudden crash. 

And on the dull resoundinc: tuit 
The jarring branches lash i 
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Oh! now the Forest Trees may sigh^ 

The Ash, the Poplar tall. 

The Elm, the Beech, tlie drooping Bindv 
The Aspens—one and all, 

\\'’ith solemn groan 
And hollow moan 
Lament a comrade’s full I 

A goodly Elm, of noble girth. 

That, thrice the human span— 

While on tlieir variegated course 
7’he constant Seasons ran— 

Through gale, and hail, and fiery bolt* 
Had stood erect as ATan. 

But now, like mortal Alan liimself, 

Struck down by hand of God, 

Or heathen Idol tumbled prone 
3eneath th’ Eternal’s nod. 

In all its giant bulk and length 
It lies along the sod!— 

Ay, now the Forest 1 rces may grieve 
And make a common moan 
Around that patriarcnai trunk 
So newly overthrown; 

And with a murmur recognise 
A doom to be their own I 


THE ELM TREE. 
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The Echo sleeps: die idle axe, y 

A disregarded tool. 

Lies crushing with its passive weight 
The toad’s reputed stool— 

The Woodman wji)es his dewy brow 
Widiiii die shadows cool. 

No Zephyr stirs; the ear may catch 
The smallest in'^ect-hum; 

But on die disappointed sense 
No mystic whispers come; 

No tone of sylvan sympadiy. 

The Forest Trees are dumb. 

No leafy noise, nor inward voice. 

No sad and solemn sound. 

That sometimes murmurs overhead. 

And sometimes underground; 

As in that shady Avenue, 

Where lofty Elms abound! 

Part HI. 

Tue deed is done: die Tree Is low 
Tliat stood so long and firm ; 

The Woodman and his axe are gone, 

His toil has found Its term ; 

And where he wrouglit the speckled Thrush 
Securely hunts die worm* 
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THE ELM TREE. 


The Cony from the sandy bank 
Has run a rapid race, 

Through thistle, bent, and tangk-o lem. 
To seek tlie open space; 

And on its haunches sits erect 
'I’o clean its furry face. 

The dappled Fawn is close at hand. 

The Hind is browsing near,— 

And on the Larch's lowest bough 
The OusSel whistles clear; 

But checks the note 
Within its throat, 

As choked with sudden fear! 

With sudden fear her v'ormy quest 
The Thrush abruptly quits— 
Through thistle, bent, and tangled fern 
The startled Cony flits ; 

And on the Larch’s lowest bough 
No more the Ousel sits. 

With sudden tear 
The dappled Deer 
Effect a swift escape; 

But well might bolder creatures star^ 
And fly, or stand agape, 

Witli rising hair, and curdled bloodi. 

To see so grim a Shape! 
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The very sky turns pale above t 
Tlie earth grows dark beneath; 
Thu human Terror thrills witli cold 
And draws a iliorter breath— 

An universal jianic owns 

The dread approach of Dilate 1 

With silent pace, as sliadows come. 
And dark as shadow's be, 

Thu grisly Phantom takes his stand 
Beside the fallen Tree, 

And scans it with his gloomy eyes, 
And laughs with horrid glee— 

A dreai^ laugh and desolate. 

Where mirth is void and null. 

As hollow as its echo sounds 
Within the hollow skull— 
Whoev.cr laid this tree along, 

His hatchet was not dull 1 

“The human arm and human tool 
Have done their duty well 1 
But after sound of ringing axe 
Must sound the ringing knell; 
When Elm or Oak 
Have felt the stroke. 

My turn it is to fell 1 
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THE ELM r?.EE. 


No passive unregarded tree^ 

A senseless thing of wood. 

Wherein the sluggish sap ascends 
To swell the vernal bud-— 

But conscious, moving, brta+hing trunks 
I'hat throb with living blood! 

•* 

“ No forest Monarch yearly clad 
In mantle gn en or brown ; 

That unrecorded lives, and falls 
By hand of rustic clown— 

But Kings who don the purple robe. 
And wear the jewell’d crown, 

i 

"Ah! little recks the Ro\'rd mind. 
Within his Banquet Hall, 

I 

While tapers shine and Music bieatnet 
And Beauty leads tlie Ball,— 

He little re^ks the oaken plank 
Shall be his palace wall! 

*' Ah, little dreams the haughty Peer, 
The while his Falcon flics— 

Or on the blood-bedabbled turf 
The antlered quarry dies— 

That in his own ancestral Park 
The narrow dwelling lies! 
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•* But haughty Peer and mighty King 
One doom shall overwhelm! 

The oaken cell 
Shall lodge him well 
Whose sceptre ruled a realm— 

While he, who never knew a home. 
Shall find it in the Elm! 

**The tatter’d, lean, dejected wretch. 
Who begs from door to door. 

And dies within the cressy aitch. 

Or on the barren moor, 

I'he friendly Elm shall lodge and clothe 
I'hat houseless man and poor! 

*‘Yea, this recumbent rugged trunk. 
That lies so long and prone. 

With many a fallen acorn-cup. 

And mast, and firiy con©— 

This rugged trunk shall liolu its share 
Of mortal flesh and bone z 

“A Miser hoarding heaps of gold. 

But pale with agiu>-rea''s— 

A Wife lamenting love’s decay, 

With secret cruel tears. 

Distilling bitter, bitter drops 
From sweets of lormer years— 


THE ELM TREE. 


A Man within whose gloomy mind 
Offence had deeply sunk. 

Who out of fierce Revenge's cup 
Hath madly, daikly drunk— 

Grief, Avarice, and Hate shall sleep 
Within tliis very trunk! 

I’his massy trunk that lies along. 

And many more must fall— 

For the very knave 
Who digs the grave. 

The man who spreads the pall, 

And he who tolls the funeral bell. 

The Elm shall have them all! 

“ The tall abounding Elm that grows 
III hedgcro\"s up and down ; 

In field and fares copse and park. 

And in the peopled town. 

With colonics of noisy rooks 
That nestle on its crown. 

« And well tli’ abounding Elm may grow 
In field and hedge so rife. 

In forest, copse, and wooded park. 

And 'mid the city’s strife. 

For, hour th^t passes by 
Shall end a human life T* 
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The PJmntom ends : the shade is gone ; 

The sky is clear and hi ight; 

On turf, and moss, and fallen Tree, 
T'heie glows a ruddy light; 

And bounding through the goiden fern 
The Rabl)it comes to bite. 

The Thrush’s mate beside her sits 
And pipes a merry lay ; 

The Dove is in the evergreens ; 

And on die Larch’s spray 
The Fly-bird flutters up and down. 

To catch its tiny prey. 


The gentle Hind and dappled Fawn 
Are coming up the glade ; 

Each harmless furr’d and feather’d thing 
Is glad, and not afraid— 

But on my sadden’d spirit still 
The Shadow leaves a shade. 


A secret, vague, prophetic gloom. 

As though by certain mark 
I knew die fore-appointed Tree, 
Within whose rugged bark 
This warm and living frame shall find 
Its narrow house aiid daik. 
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That mystic Tree which breathed to me 
A sad and solemn sound. 

That sometimes murmur’d overhead. 
And sometimes underground; 

V! ithin that siiady Avenue 
Where lofty Elms abound. 


THE MARY. 

A SEA-SIUE SKETCH. 

Lov’er thou not, Alice, with the early tide 
To see the hardy Fisher hoist his mast. 

And stretch his sail towards the ori>an wide,— 
Like God’s own beadsman going forth to cast 
His net into the deep, whi Ji doth provide 
Enormous bounties, hidden in its vast 
Bosom like Charity's, for all who seek 
And take its gracious boon thankful and meek i 

The sea is bright with morning,—but the dark 
Seems still to linger on his broad black sail, 

For it is early hoisted, like a mark 
For tlie low sun to shoot at with his pale 
And level beams: All round the shadowy bark 
The green wave glimme»^. and the gentle gale 
Swell's in her canvas, till the waters show 
The keel’s newspeed, and whiten atthe bow. 


THE MARY. 
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Then look abaft—(for thou canst underetaiid 
That pnrase)—and there he sitteth at the stern, 
Grasping tne tiiler in his broad brown hand. 
The hardy Fisherman. Thou may’st discern 
Ten fathoms od the wrinkles in die tann’d 
And honest countenance that he will turn 
To look upon us, with a quiet gaze— 

As we are passing on our several ways. 


So, some ten days ago, on such a mnm. 

The Mary, like a seamew, sought her spoil 
Amongst the finny race : *twas when the corn 
Woo’d the sharp sickle, and the golden toil 
Summon’d all rustic hands to fill the horn 
Of Ceres to the brim, thdt brave turmoil 
Was at the prime, and Woodgate went to reap 
His harvest too, upon the broad blue deep. 


His mast was up, his anchor heaved aboard, 

His mainsail stretching in the first gray gleams 
Of morning, for the wind. BSn’s eye was stored 
With fishes—fishes swam in all his dreams. 

And ail the goodly east seem'd but a hoard 
Of silvery fishes, that in shoals and streams 
Groped into the deep dusk that fill’d the sky, 

For him to catch in meshes of his eye. 
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THE MARY. 

For Ben had the true sailor's sanguine heart. 

And saw the future with a boy’s braire thought, 

No doubts, nor faint misgivings had a part 
In his bright visions—ay, before he caught 
His hsh, he sold them in the scaly mart. 

And summ’d the net proceeds. This should have 
brought 

Despair upon him when his hopes were foil’d, 

But though one crop was marrid, again he toil’d 


And sow’d his seed afresh.—Many foul blights 
Perish’d his hardwon gains—yet he had plann’d 
No schemes of too extravagant delights-^ 

No goodly houses on the Goodwin sand— 

But a small humlile home, and loving nights. 

Such as his honest heart and earnest hand 
^ight fairly purchase. Were these hopes too airy ? 
Such as they were, they rested on thee, Mary. 


She was the prize of many a toilsome year. 

And hardwon wages, on the perilous sea— 

Of savings ever since the shipboy’s tear 
Was shed for home, that lay beyond the lee;— 

She was purveyor for his other dear 

Mary, and for the infant yet to be 

Fruit of their married loves. These made him dote 

Upon die homely beauties of his boat. 


THE MAiLY. 
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Whose pitch black hull roll'd darkly on the wave^ 

No gayer than one single stripe of blue 
Could make her swarthy sides. She seem’d a slawSf 
A negro among boats—that only knew 
Hardship and rugged toil—no pennons brave 
Flaunted upon the mast—^but oft a few 
Dark dripping jackets flutter’d to the air, 

Ensigns of hardihood and toilsome care. 


And when she ventured for tins deep, she spread 
A tawny^ail against the pimbright sky, 

Dark as a cloud that journeys overhead— 

But then those tawny wings were stretch’d to fly 
Across tlie wide sea desert for the bread 
Of babes and mothers—many an anxious eye 
Dwelt on her course, and many a fervent pray'r 
Invoked the heavens to protect and spare. 


< Where is she now ? The secrets of the deep 
Are dark and hidden from the human ken; 

Only the sea-bird saw the surges sweep 
Over the bark of the devoted Ben,—— 

Meanwlule a widow sobs and orphans weep, 

And sighs are heard from weatherbeaten men, 
Dark sunburnt men, utKouth and rude and hairy. 
While loungers idly ask, “ Where is the Mary ? ” 


^ ^ 1 

THE SEASON. 

Summer's gone and ovw 1 r ' 
Fogs are &lliiig down; 

And with russet tinges 
Autumn's doing bfowii* 

Boughs are daily HBed 
By the gusty diierea. 

And the Book of Nature ^ 
Getteth short ot leaves. 

Round the tops of houses, 
Swallows, as they hit. 

Give, like yearly tenants, 
Notices to quit* 

Skiesii of fickle temper. 

Weep by turns, ana langsw* 

Night and Bay togetncr 
Taking hali'ana-nal£> 

So September endeth— 

Cold, and most perverse—* 

But the Meath that fdlaws, 
Sure will fdneh us worse* 
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THE LAY OF THE I.AI;Oi:iU:R. 


A BPyiDJ' I 71 raVvi'! n hoc ’ 

A pu'k,i^' , nr .1 l,'[l ! 

A tjook to ii'.ij', M to niou', 

A flail, or v/l'i.it y<- im!! — 

AtuT a ti.L.iv ii.t-'i'J 

'^X'o ply ’' 1.01 ilivji lool, 

Anfl fik./rfl '‘j.niHM,, h\ ).• louth, 

f* -• 1 I 

lii i T " ''i.ii -.CJiOoi. 

To ]»' .!i:;o or 0';: tl’o .!'u o 
To ],ip (tf k il :ut't . 

I'o lay fhi; 'W ooo ^ i ... I'.h'.y 'xl-l; 

Oj 111 Mi'pJ s' oi I' '*1, ita , 

Th* l’jr\L' 'ta<kioM(,.k 

I'ko V. jii-.iti "t licis Ta) ritat''!), 

Anil novto J .o in niy pouch ti> liiiil 
TlU' ’kici' I c'-i the inafcle 

To a fkiinliij; harn or iaun 
My f-incii"'’ t'ovit iicoo , 

'I'hc^ fire I 5 c.irii to khj'Iii anil burn 
li on the liOLiitU of ihan- •, 

When; chilihvn hiiilill • cToiieh 
Thi‘on^;;h dark lo;.(cnti y ■hiy'', 

Where staiving dil'nii i; iui-Mie aud croueh. 
To sot' the chaeiJul r..v.. 



THE LAY OF THE LABOURER. 


A-g!owing on the liaggard check, 

Atxd not in tlio haggard’s blaze I 

To Him who sends a drought 
To parch the fields fo.lorn, 

'I'he rain to flood the meadows with mud. 
Tin* blight to Mast the corn, 

To Him I leave to guide 

The holt in its ciookod path, 

To strike tiic miser’s ritk, and show 
The skies blood red vviti; wratl"*, 

A spade ’ a i.ike * a li le ! 

A pickaxe, or a hiii ' 

A hojk to leap, or a seyrhe to .luivv, 

A flail, or rvlia** ye will- - 
'j’lie c 'ri: to diiadt, bed;; ■ to plash. 

Tin* iruii ket-t< ii’ii to ‘vt*, 

Oi niend the f',nc*. h/ ij>e t.ov(’i side. 

And leave thi g.*rne alive. 

Ay, only give me work, 

And tlr n yon need not fear 
That 1 shall snare his Wois’nip’s hare. 

Or kill his ('liate’-- dec-r; 
lircak into his Indship’s house, 

T'o steal the plaie so rich ; 

Or leave the yeoman that had a jnirse 
To v'elter ill J dilrcli. 


. ‘ THE LAY OF THE LABOURER, 


Wherever Nature iieeJs, 

Wherever l>abour calls, 

No job ril ihitk of tlie harJest work. 
To shun the workhouse wjI 1> j 
Where savag'o l.iw-j be^’rufi^e 
The pauper hhu- Ils lucath. 

And doom a wiK* t-' a v\id«nv\ iih\ 
Before hei paunei‘& death. 


My only claim tJii - 

With labour .'tiir.uul stark. 

By lawful tiiin, ni\ to I'.im, 

Between tJje ilyhi .oiii <]aik; 

ATy duii)' bit vl. jn.l ii;_^iuly bed, 

My baron, .ind c’'-op t'i bt'i'i— 

But all from the liaiid lliir lioKh tlii' land 
Ar,d none horn the overseer i 

No parish money, oi iouf, 

No pauper batl<.;ei ioi me, 

A son of the soil, hy lieht ol toll 
Entitled to my fee. 

No alms I ask, give me my ta k . 

Here are the arm, the leg, 

The strength, the t.iiiivvs ot a Alan, 

' To work, and not to beg. 




THE LAY OF THE LAEOOkJgR. 

I 

Still one of Atlam’s heirs. 

Though doom’d hy chaiicr. of birth 
To chess so mean, and to cat fht* lean 
Tn=-tcad cjf iIju fat i^f the caitli; 

'J'o make ^ueii humble meals 
As honest laliour can, 

A bojie and a cru'-t. ’ivith ii glare to God 
And iitsh: thanks to man i 

A spade' a rakv I a ]n>i • 

A pickane, or a biU ' 

A hof'k t') Jiap, ora •'cyrhi' to nu'v. 

A flail, o! \vb it yi' \vdl-- 
Whaie\ei lIii' roi<I to jily, 

Here i*- a willi'ia difM'j , 

W'i'di mnsiie and Ihuh. .n >1 woe to him 
Who docj th( ij pav ix'-t iidtx 1 

V/lio everj,’ weekly sfoie 
J)ocks labour's iittle niite> 

Bestows oil the ])0'jr at the temple door. 
But r(»bt)M them over night. 

The very shiUing he hoped to save. 

As health and morals fail. 

Shall vidt me in the New Bastille, 

The Sjiitul, or tlie Gaol 1 



»S-^‘.''’Si'..' ■>„‘^ , 'j' • "1 ' V ^ "Wl? 
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THE SONG OF THE SHIRT. 


, Wmi fingers wcaiy ari'l woiu, 

' ,, With cye!icl« heavy and rv<\ 

A woman s:it, in iinvvon^ 'tnv i l"■^, 

Plying her ni <'!!!,■ a'ld tlnead — 

Stitch * i'thfii! 

. In poverty, hii igc.. -nd dlrr 

And still \v':n a sxic. iA doioiou'? j'it<h 
She tfang thn “ Liong uf tli; Shlitd' 

work! work I 

While the Cuch is I iruvioj'^ 'ih'd ' 

And WO’.k -v./ork--'voi! , 

TiM th'.' oCiiis tl'.i''.!!';h tiu u)of! 

I 

It’s Oh! to e a ,.lai «* 

Along wiih the !>ailsairns I'nik, 

Witero woin.in h.i-. tilih i a snii! t») ^ ive. 

If tills Is C'lui/Jjii vvvTik' 

V 

f 

** Work—woi k—vv ork 
Till the biain hi giiis swim j 
Work—^work—woi k 
Till the eyes are heavy and diir.! 

■ 'Seam, and guss«jt, and !' md, 

Band, and gusset, and ‘it.im, 

. Till over the buttons I fjll .i -i t;>. 

And fie\a tlieni on in a ihi .lai * 
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THE SONG OF THE SHIRT. 7 


Oh, Men, with Sisters dear! 

Oh, Men, with Mothers and Wives! 
It is not lineii y<'uhe wearing out, 

Bur iiuman creatures’ iives! 

Stitch—stitch—stitch, 

In i)0verty, hunger and dirt, 

(Sewing at once, \vitl« a double th*'ead, 
A Shroud as well ab a Shirt. 


'*Eut why (Jo I talk of IX ath ? 

That PlunJora of jni‘Jy bone, 

I harll) fear Ms icnibh shape. 

It sccni'. FO like tny own— 

It .seern-} ‘o b'kc my own, 
lietvusn oi ti!'* I Ko p • 

Oh, Goili that bi'Tj') >^ho' Id be so dear. 
And flesh anti Mood s.. clic'i{>' 


** Work—^work—^w^ork! 

My labour never flags; 

Aik! what are its wage';? A bed of .straw,, 
A crust of biead—and rags. 

That slntier’d ioof—and this naked floor— 
A table—a broken chair— 

And a wall so blank, my shadow I thank 
For sometimes falling there b 




!( 
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'the SONC of the shirt. 


, I ^ 


‘‘J**'W‘ork —^work—work \ 

ijjf ^ 

From weary chime to cliime. 

Work —^vt'^ork—work— 

As prisoners woik for criim*' 

Band, and gnsser, and scam, 

Seaxn, and g’wssct, and l)aiul. 

Till the licjrt is sick, and the brain benumi 
As well as the WLaiy Ijand- 


" Work —“\voi k-- wc’ik, 

In the dall Dcccmbc*' 

And woik—vvoik - work. 

When the wea^hci i- and - 

While Vindi rneath tlu' --.ivt'' 

'J'he bJOodlriL^ swall-nvs clui'r 
As if to show me tlu-ir su.iny back^^ 

And twit me with die sp-ing. 


“ Oh! but to breathe t!ie breurh 
Of the cow.slip and pilnirose sweet— 
With the sky abovt‘ my head. 

And the grass bcne.idi my feet, 

For only one short hour 
To feel as I used to feci, 

Before I knew the wol-, of v/.int 
' And the walk tlut costs a meal! 


IW THfeXAD’S^S mEAM.""" 


mW^ !"'"' THfeXAD’S^S mEAM." 

44 fr v* 

. 

,'.?[„ .,>; ' ''Oh! but for one short hour! 

.. I V ' 

A respite hov.TVCM ftticl! 

r ' ‘ 

No bk'S'.cil leisure iol Love oi Ho’pe, 
But onh’-liir.e foi CMeH 
- ' A little v/eeits’ij' vvi/ulJ ease my Iie;uf, 
But in {Iivtr fi- 
IVTy t'Mi'S iiiu-t sfdp, f.i: s-vt * y (!:<ip 
HJuUers ueeJJe unt* tbieuP” 


With hi tjjt. v-. ss^e. \v(f' n, 

Willi eyeliiP iiee^v .iiui if ?. 

A woman s.ii m . < i> ' / •,■' , 
PJyiiu, iitT n I j’ 1 ' 'J .iir.'.ui - 
Sill' !' ' • Pi ' UK ij * 

In j)0\'( I ’ V. ).f, ■!) * 

And rtiil I ’■ » u',,: (/ li' jilrcJi,- 

Wouiii ' lU ;! , U i\ touP K l!if ILlfi 
She rlii. ‘‘S-me of Mu .'■'iilrt 


llIE LAI'To DREA.M. 


Tm? lady lay in her bed, 

Her couch sn w'.mn ejui soir. 

But her sleep iC'’*^U‘ss and broken still; 

Poi tiirninty often and oft 
From *icle to side, sue mutter’d and moan'd 
And to'ss'd !u,r arms aloft. 





VTHE LADtS DREAM* 


*«S / 




|.|lfet-Wt she startled up. 


V*. 


4 ‘V; /And gazed on the vacant air, 

il a look of awe, as if sl.u saw 

’ 

Some dreadful phantom thije --- 

A J J*' 

Vj^id then in the pillow ^!lL binh’d iii-i tar- 
^' C‘;. '\ From visions ii! to la-ai. 

< -y h* 


' f <*, '■ r 

■' </ ^ 

I "I * 


i; The nery curtri!?i -liooh. 
j '^ • • '' Her teno* vv.e. so < \trt m- ; 

* . ' And the that h-li on thr bioider’u tprillt 

^ ' * >» ' 

^ / ' Kept a trenndoiis j>l(>:iin i 

^And her voice was hollow, and diool a'sin-v (it d ;- 
'• ^'Ohrne! tiia.t awlnl ilivam ' 

j 

^ I 'f ^ 

» 

\ ;~,v '^That wear)', ivt'i ‘ y \v .5k, 

' , ‘d * 

Iii the chu’^'li-vard '1 dismal ;;roun.:.' 

i' ? I 

]' “•; . And those Iw^rrihle thint^s, w.rli >di.i.!y wois^s, 

• • ' k 

Of' ’ That came and flit ti’d lound,— 

,v'.' Death, death, and norldie:: o it d^itli, 

■ ' In eveiy sieht and somul ■ 

\ » s/ 11 

‘V '''■ 

</'’• ' ‘ 

''V . 

I rki'*, "And oh! those mriidons younf*. 
i^;',^d/',,'Who wrouglit in that dieary room, 
ffigures drooping and ‘pectres thin, 

■ And cheeks without a lilootv-; 

j? 

i Voice that cried, ‘ Foi the pomp of pride, 

^ haute to an early londj 1 

mm 





ITHE LADY S “DREAM* 






kK vV f'. 


y- 


* ‘ For the pomp and pltjasure of Prides 
We toil like Afric i.lavi\s. 

And only to earn a home at lasf^ 

Where yonder cypress waves— 

And then they pointed—I never saw 
A g^round f>o fall of graves! 


^'AnJ still the coffins came. 

With theij sorrowful fiaiiis and slowj 
Coffin after coffin stl!!, 

A sad and sickt nijig show; 

From grief f liC'/ci ii.vd direamt 

Of such a Wori I of \Vo^ 1 


“ Of the in air.- ti at dally l'rt,ak+ 

Of rh'-* t*aTi rh.it Jioiniv fdl, 

Of the riniiy, mary tro iKli '> v;J life. 

That giitve thl-^ earthly fail— 

Disease and Hongv-r, and Ihd and Want, 
But now i dicamt of ' !u all! 


“For die blind and the cripple were there. 
And the babe that jdned for liread. 

And tlie houseless nan, and the widow poor 
Vv^io begged—to huty the dead; 

The naked, alas, rhatl might have clad. 

The fainifh'J I might have fed! 








TilE LAt>rS I>KEAM. 

i sorrow I might hare soothM, 

' Arid the unregarded tours; 

r * ' V 

f / Tor m^iny a tlironging shapt; was there, 
’ From long torgottcii ye.us, 

' -Ay, even the poor rejected pyh;:);, 

I r 

'/ Who raised my c!iiltli‘ili feais! 


*'Each pleading iouk, fJiat long ago 
. I scaan’d vviih > luofliess eje, 

Eacli face wa^- ga^'in; j lalnly tli-'ii, 

/ 

A? vibeJi 1 p '''-'’d it ny : 

Woe, woo ior me ii :iie p.i^t shoe.iJ bo 
Thus present when I die! 

“No Gtod of ^ijljtjnnoiiis Lke, 

No need of f" ly coal, 

But only that nowil of human kiiid 
Who wanted pit}- and dole— 

In cverLoiting retio-’jioct— 

"Will wring my sinful ‘■cad ' 


I » I V 


:/'*V “Alas! I have walk’d t’Jirougli lile 
Too heedless wlit'ie 1 trod ; 

r*" ' 

Nay, helping to traini'>le my hllow worm, 

-■j 1 , 

S A' And fill tlie burial sod— 

* ‘ 

Forgetting that even the sparuov fa]!** 
th ;v Not umnark’d of Ood I 
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SONNET. 

4 _ 

‘ ^'TiijrJJK, swCL‘f.";t-. if my liJs .u-' ’-<.>t nnw wet, 

^SC-'' ’' tfiu]t*rt“5t tiMrs Jj. !i ;'Jy ut iIk Ii; Iin, 

‘ ' To see thipt' invn ikwr I'yi-" [-.li. pii.j dim,- 
‘M- Touching my snnl •\\itl. l;:ll .irio iifP.i* 

Tor f*n thv pum kjv if .nt’’ 'Alutio carp i-. s^t: 
Seeing 1 IP ’1 t!iw hi nr ;M^.ptur ivl.ini. 
Whi.'M’ '''imJ.Uc' i-ji wj'ii t-lic Mim, 

. Which c^nc hot ji’r''- v" m pi 11 .'\ .'»'fl h. getj - 
' Ah, uo ; { chose the-- iot aliv th'n'-, jj> 

Foninwoin iovi, a.iil toi' r.r;* <}>• ■ I i i.co-- 
To smile lint to ;iiv h -- oi cl,e to io r. 

[ . , When ihoi! ai*" iirtKil---rai'oer tiuin to sinj 
, 1 Elsewhero. ..Mas! f onghr to .ooiiu-iiod ki'-s 

7 1 <J 

, ' Thy dear pak elietk wJdlc i e>.snrc tluv Liiii.j 




r ' - 


A PARTHIAM GLANCE. 


-..S'/- 
If'A; *■ . 

e 1/1 


my Crony, ler tlilnk npon 1 ir-av/ay ilays^ 
And lift up a litilo Oi.!i‘.Ion’s \c(l • 


consider the p.nt with a Imgenng ga/;e, 
f4h.L'- l-ike a peacock whose eye? are inclined to hln tail. 

^i.v' ./t 'si 

r ■ ■ 


ataaeufi-? a.-' 
TTfSTaJTt! 





isRl 


'll 


- A TA^ITHIAK 

j'-t Ay, come, let us turn our attention behind " \ 

■;; Like tho,e citic, wh„.e hc^d, ere so heu’vy, , 

• That they caonot keep op with t!,e inarch of the nL. 
And so tarn face about foi reviewing the rear. ; 

1 

Looking- over 'I’inic's cntjjjjer and over his tail, 

Gh, LvJiriT ages and p.ig,‘s thej e are "o revi.-,e ! -' 

And as huther our bark-M-avehinr. ghnecs prci^i), 

L;ke thi- einm(>t-. -Imw Jittlf we are h. our eyes!" ", 

What a sweet pretty hmomn. lnll-a-:.o.l lo.,;r, 

On a dimit). lap of r, u,, pui-mtv rtiake ! 

I can fancy I hear tire r!(! lulka,,. s.>n.. 

That was nil Mat t'd (.imu,,,., r,.,, , . , 

■j •- n,.'iitA!‘pt 'ue awake^' 

Mcthmks I still saffir *, inj'.u.ii, ,. thr „.s 

When my h, f, a r„M.i„r, for i.io, _ ' ' 

inst they my boiiy tr. to,,m- wots 

Oh! how li-tlc,hey drear,.h,,-w red,iviogthemint ' 

InLnt sormvTs arc stro,,,. - .-..i,.,., pKasurc., as weak- ' ■ 

But no grief w'.t., allow'd to indulge in its note; 

Did you ever am-mpt a sm.rl! hubl,),. a;,d sqneak " ' 

Through the Dalby-s Car miu.rtrvc rlown ip’your ■ 
tbiriat? ^ 

)id you r-ver jn, up to the roof with a bouncr? j- ' "I/ 
Uid you ,yar come down to the floor with the same? M 
1.1 can t hut agree witli both ends, and pronounce 

car,, or (ails, witli a child, an unpleasantish gai^ij^ 

___ t 

' -- s'+i''A ,'«ai!s!i5t 
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A PARTHIAN ■ ' '''"n» 

aimh:hi»~I see mpelf urchin indeed— 

/''With a smooth Sunday face for a mother’s delight; / 
$Iiould weeks have an end ?—am sure there was 
', need 

"j'‘Z -^Of a Sabbath, to follow earh S.i turd ay-night. 

Was your face ever s^^nt to tiu' hon-.f'm'jiu to Sk’iul)? 

Have you ever fidt IiulI: :back sohen'd w ith sand ? 
Had you ever yoiu t. AvfcllM uj' to a snuf*. 

And youreyes kj'U«:ki'>d out vvitli the luick the hand? 

Then a school-hifV - my' t./ilor na', nothiiuf in f.nilt, 

A For an nivhin will gunv to .. Jao! hy Jfgrn - 
But how well 1 r'»*nti:riihv I rli,>.f *■ [>. jijKj -aii ' -al’’' 

That was down to tJio ('Panv', and o^i to the kiit'cs! 

I ' 

•’ ^What a figtire it cut when as Non,al I spoke! 

With a lanky right leg duly planted 1 before; 

^Whil^t I told of tlio chief tliat wa'* kill’d by niy stioke, 
And extended f»y aini'^ as the aims tfiat he woic!” 

<ii 

t 

A 

; 7^Jeatt a Lover—Oh ! sjy, weu* you ever in love ! 

- With a lady too cold—and your bosom loo hi>c? 

,,, Hays you bow’d to a shoe-de, and kiielt to a glove, 
like a httau that desiied to he tied in a knot ? 

' %'S . 

r» 

»''‘’jWith the Bride all in white, and yonr body In blue, 

you walk up the aide- tJ'e genteelesl of men? 
<,V^Vlieu I think of that Lcaiitiiul v i-ion anew, 

hs-i j 

I seem hut the of wli.Lt 1 was tlicnl 
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A TOAST. 


W 


;js 4'; Ilim wither’d and worn by a premature care, 

\X: \ And wrinkles confess die det line of niy days; ,V 

Old Time’s IjIksj hand has niaile free with my iiair, . C 
And I’m seekin^j to hide if—by writing for bays! 


A I'OA.ST. 


CoMr ! a hcmlth! .tni! not to !>!* sij^>htcii witli sips* 

A cold piilf.o, n j iio i e-" 

Ail the blood 5is t it ui^h to my lips. 

To comnn.'iLdi' ir-> jff/'A M'ith tin w'ii>\ 

Bring a cnp (d ‘■>\ ] jo -tand .il’w : v .oe,— 

But a lifii* Jijr:ijue in In sh..i) ; 

Ar.J the jtili'f,—lot it ho 'lio n.)- '* i.if'v .uni rare, 

.All the LitHsm^ voitl' 'In u/t, o' ‘h,' giape ! 

1 , 

Even fiioh is file io\o I wdliM o a lirate now, ,* 

At once yciing, aiul matiiu,, and in piime,— 

Like the tree of the oiar.jio. rh.it ^how.s on its bough 
’i’iio bud, hlo'isoni and lioli at otn, time! 

Then with thivj-, as i- dne, lot die honours bo paid, 
Whli.-L I give with iny h.ind, h< ait, ajid head, \ 

* 'n 

Here’s to her, the fond mother, di-ar j»artiuT, kind 
Who fust uiedir me to love, woo, and wed!” ^ 'v 








: ‘ THE liAUNTED HOUSE* 


A ROMANCE. 


Part I, 

liy,' 

dreams we have art* nothin?' else but drt 
[ i ' 

:’v\\Uflflatu*’al» and full of co'Urulif tious; 

iv-'jyet others of ou** n.O't ronii.nuc sclumes 

A ^.jAjne sometliing more thjri Til; ions, 

might bo only nri euf h.ioted groitrul; 

/ ■'*' It might be merdy by .i tl'tought’s <*\pansio« ; 

in the spiiit or the IIls!), J lound 
y .'An oid deserted Mansiuii. 


./'..-A, residence for wom'oi, child* and man. 

r v* 

"‘A dwelling place,—and yet no iinbitatloii; 
■v' A House,—but iiinler bome prodij^ions ban 
' Of Excommunication, 


Ujahinged tlie iron gate^ lialf open hung, 
i’'by the gusty gales of many winters, 
*v«,ilThftt from its crumbled pedestal h.iJ flung 

Chgte, marble globe in splinters 

( 

j ' 

'0ji>'jdag was at the threshold, great or small; 
;eoD on the roof—no liousehc'ld creature 
t demurely dozing on tJie waii— 

'pX^ domestic feature. 
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V':.» '■ :' 


\f‘'' 




THE HAUNTED 

[,V 



i, 


The beds were all untouch’d by hand or tool; 

' : No footstep maikcd tho drimp and mossy gravtd, 

■ Eiach walk, as as is tlic mantled pool, 

,, For want of human travil- 

* K / ' " 

/ 

«'’4 ' I 

The vint'unprlined, and the ncglertt d peach, \ ,i“ 

Droop'd from die wall with which they used to grapj^e; 
And on tiio l..mker'd tree, in ea^y ilmlIi, 

Rotted the golden apple. ' ^ 

But awlully the tmant dsann d rlu* I'-iound, 

The vagrant kept :iK»oi, .uuI d.’.i,i,e I'eidier, 

In spite of gaps that l*'i lenix-'^ lound 
' I’lvittd the cnc»-o.K'i'er, „ ' 


For over all thert innig^ a < loud ef f« a\\ 
A senst' of my'>tei-y the spiiit daunted, 
And said, as pLiin ai w)iisj)» j ji d." ear. 
The ]>j.iCL Is Haunted ! 


The pear and quince by squander’d on the grass; 
The mould was jnirph with unheeded slioweis 
Of blixjtny plums—a \Vildernes’ it was 
Of fruits, and wecdi’, and floweis ! 


3. 




The marigold amidst the nertlcs blew. 

The gourd embraced the ro^ii* hush in its ramble, 
T'lie thistle and tie' stock together grew. 

The hohy-hock and bramble. 










■i 5 ''' ■" * ■ 

y xiif^ <\ 7 .ir ivii 'i 

‘j^^>'^^^,lH^r-»bine with the lilac interlaced, 

3 sturdy Inir-dock choked its slender ncielihour, 

^picypink. All tokens were eJlaced 
can: and labour. 


„*j'' 'Tiie very yew Formaiify h ul triMi'd 

f >• To such a n'oid pyranjM.d Mature, 

<•' ■* 

;i' ' FOS want of l ad aiinost 

./The rag;gtdnest of imi 

’'■f ' Thu* Fountain wa^ a-d ‘V —and time 
Had marr'd tlie woik ofarti'ian ;.n.i inasni*; 

■ ' And eft'i and cioaking hog-^, oi sUrntj 

'Sprawl’d in t]\e ru'ii'd ha'on. 

X 

c 

,, ' The Statue, fallen from its m ul>li, 

* V* I* 

’ J Amidst the n un-v: I(':nL‘., and lieihage rotten, 

t. 

Lay iikcj the Ido) of some hy-n,ooe race, 

' f 

, ' Its name and rites forgotten. 


' ' On ev’ry side tlie aspect wa^ the same, 

' ■» *■ j 

'AU ruin’d, desolate, foilorn and savage : 


A 


w 


35 * 1 ' 


A' 


No hand or foot within the ineeinct came 


rectify or ravage. 

''hi '-' ' 




']^r over all there hung a cloud of fear, 
fA of mysteiy tlie spirit d.aiinU d, 




C'^'i^And said, as plain as v.-hisr^er in tlie eat, 
'-'^Rie 'plare is Haunted I 
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THE HAUNTED 


Paht If. 


r 

O, Vrry ifu, f*S. Wtn-, 

"Whoic fi.'Ks ii'L' fiilliMj!, Avlu'.c 'lir 1, li is kniJling, 
Witii .iji tl'c Jail' ‘it>li-Minii'u ' vvjii^li siicnv 

‘^I'hat Dt'.uf' is ill diL- ilwcliv'.'.'. 


O very, wr)' drtary i-> thi- •, 

Where Love, dojiK's'ii I !»vi, !.■' ri, sth-s, 

Put, smitten by I'.ic ■ i. kt tloom, 

The Coq>&o )j‘" on ti‘ ■ ri ’‘lii ■, i 

But House oi V\'i}.. t:h,\ rA.nst, anj • )!'!■■ fi i!, 

']*he naiiow knnii* oi ik ] d liioti.il 
Ne'er louk'-J -.n yiooniy f'kit (' I 'ltly iail, 
W'ith its J. •fed 

The cvn tipeile ■'.'■«'Uy, the thn -.hf/KI crept, 

The cobwe!' iiiin;’ .iC'O.ss. ni ma^y t.iople. 

And m its iviiub !■; slKt. t tb*. i.Mjnnit slejit. 

At ivery nook and anyL. 

The ki hole Jod^e l ilie and her brocKl, 

Th V* enirm ts ol' tiu; step'^ had old j)oss{“sioii. 
And niiVrched in seen 1 1* of tiieir diurnal food 
In utidfstuibcd piocLSsion. 



'THE 

‘'i'/ t:. 


lUtTNTEP HOUSE. 



; as the pre!^en^Ue coll 

or mai;;TOt. or iho epltlor'-. tissue, 

.wr'never foot upon that throhhi^lU h i!, 

:f;>KTo'fi.nter or ro is'^iie. 

■r >.'. ' 

» Jb 

*1* 

;'^ ,0'-er all thcrt* luin;( rh.; “-li.i-Unv '■•fa l«Mt, 

•'V A «ense of my'jLc'y tiii- >■.;-!) (T <LiL'nt'„‘(i, 

' ' 

. ' ,AtifI ftfiid, as p^aiii ,’>s v/l'i .p i m tho 
f ' The plate Is llaur-t;'-' I 

I 

f I 

' 

f - Hotvljoit, t'’o ric'Or 1 [ a-h\!— '.o '■ ('.wmoi d - 

; Which slovviv, siovvly i^jik d.- - 'I-, l.i.’;' cioak 
> *1 

AVith &uch a ru'.ty ‘'h)cpv. r-o', ir - "r-'-d 
’’' That TLiiuo huii^cll was >; ■, al *i,.’. 

' ^ 

■ -But Time vasdaodt !£iit Tvl.nj'.ion oid, 

' ,k Or left his titU to ih- li-i-ii.lic brMnci^, 

^ I 

L'/ , That huop fiom the conodai v*.i!Js ar.J fold 
Of former men and raainiers- — 

'It*' 

I 

, ^ 

^ ;Those tatter'd witli the oj)i'uM th'or. 

Seem’d the okl waxv of hatLio lo rememlu'r, 
WhUe fallen ha grneiits d.ai'cud ujjoii the df^or, 

'■*’ *V' liilte dead leaves in DeCLndj.r. 

' » * 

‘'■The startled bats flew out.—hi’^i a/rer hint, 
SC*'^<ich-owl overberui Oe^'^an t'- Mutter, 
rk'^Ajid seemed to mock the cry that slie had heard 
■I'jieiJH! dying v‘ctrm ntte; ! 
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A shriek that echo'd from the joisted roo^ 
Acid up the stair, and further still and further. 
Till in some ring^inj^ cliamber far alool 
It ceased its tale of nuirtlier! 


Mean-vvliile the rusty armour rattled round. 

The banner shudd(‘rM, and the streamer! 

* All tlriiijji tiic honiJ tenor of the sound 
Acknowic'dgLd w'di a tiemor. 

The antlers, where tiu heirtiet. hung, rind h-. ir^ 
Sdrr’d as the teirpec.: r^'rs fjj.. i branches, 
Or as the stag hjd tiemi/ieJ vsheo iu. leh 
The blood-h -".111 I sjt id-. !u..'ii!rh' 


I 


The window ‘u I*-' h.eavtv 

And thro’ it, nni.y g’]:i' nf ik'*^j’‘u:ion 
Doloroir moans and hei'-rv siyJ :h'’‘s rame, 
Like tliosr. of dissoliitif n. 


The woocMoust dropped, and rolled into & ball. 
Touch’d bv some impulse ocniit or mechanic : 
And nameless beetles rim along the wall 
In universal panic. 


The subtle spide% thit from orerfiead 
i Hung like a spy on human guilt and error, 
Suddenly turn’d and rp its slender threa'^ 
j ^ Ran with a nimble terror. 


•"THE HAUNTED HOUSE. 




f|'bftVc3y «tains and fractures on the walil 
^Bimning features solemn and ten ihc, ^ 

if^nted some Tragedy of that old Hall, 
l#'dek'd up in hlcrogiyjil'.K'. 

Some tale that mifilir, perch-mce, have solved the doubt. 
Wherefore amongst ihon* flags so dull ir:J livid. 

The banner of tht Bi.ooiiV IIano chi-nt:'oiu 
$0 ominousiy vi\ id. 

I 

Some key ts th.it iiremtJ.le appi ..I, 

Wliich made the viiy fiame of NaMiie (iiiiver; 

And ever}" tlirillirig tieive and. hhie fi-il 
So ague-like a shivei. 

For over aU there hiing a c'oiid of fear, 

A sense of mys-tery +iie daunted ; 

And said, as plain as whispei in the ear. 

The place is Haunted! 

If but a iTit had lin^V’i'd in the house. 

To lure tlie thought into a social channel I 
But not a rat remain'd, or tiny mouse. 

To squeak behind the pimel. 

f 

■. 

Huge drops roll’d down tlie walls, as if they wept; 
Alid where the cricket used to t hii’]> so sm illy. 

The toad was squatting, and the li/.ard ciept 


tha^dainp hearth and chilly. 






::w THE ^TAUNTED tiOVSfU*' ' 

■* 

For years no cheerful blaze had sparkled ther^ 
Or glanced on of huiTor knightly merai; 
The slug w.is ciMwling on the vacant ch.ui,— 
The snail upon the sSeitle. 

7'he nooi n e, redolent of mould anil imiit^ 
The fengu. in the rotten had ouickenW 

WhiK' on tne oaken table rvat'- of d.i'-t 
Pei'cnniailj lud thickeuM, 

No mark of leathern jaeh '>t nu » .vn. 

No cup—no horn- [lo h.* rdtjlifi- fwLeu,— 

All sotij) ties t/et'v ^ '> ■"i'.. '> anJ Man 
Had long ago 'ari' hr.JhiO?, 

7'herc; avas ao I ul .. r.nn )ijr la the ai'". 

The .'•hado’v t ! ,1 pfs-'i '‘Cl. so .Irr^i < is; 

No humati eriaiuK roiih' ’'(eec jh-r. d mere, 
Evtn the mo^i fe; 

For over all iliore hnrig a cloii.i .d fean 
A sense of unv ,te,ry the spiri: li.ntnted. 

And paid, as plain as whi .per in tlae cir, 

'The place ii 1 launtcd! 










j*fT. ’.r *1 
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■ ■'TOE HatNFEn nrotiSE. 

S!J ,■*, 

ji ; *, A '„ 

iM ^■ ' ' , I ^ / 

r* 

' Tart ill. 

'J 

!*Tia hard for himiuu acHoiijs tc ncaai.jt, 
i'..,/- '''Whether from reiisor! or i'lon; in:j'Ulic onl-j — 


'' 


>0 ' •i>‘ 


I'J,'y'^But$Oino intern.;! pre^nj^thij’; b.iJe iiu, 

,- The gloomy ''tair; iiiii.! lov:'.y. 

'• « ' 

Thase gloomy ;tjii''., *^0 il'itK, rwwl c'.imp .rul roll, 
.■' With oclcLfs as from l.ot'cs ai\d it/ics ram i!j 

»t 

' . IX*{)rivfd ol riu', ani] cyuMM'rmcd uiould, 

r ' 

^ The ctiApol vault or (hanii 1. 


Those dienry stviKS wluie wid;^ t.hc ^oaiuliii^; rsttvii 
. Oi'ev'ry stt'p so many (■ehot.'^ IjJr.iidi-th 
'The mind, witli d. ik uil'givhuns, fuored to gUf'S'- 
How many fe(.*t asaiiclt d. 


The tempost with its spoils iutJ <Iriftod in. 

Till each unwholesome stone was darkly s])ottod, 
r' , ’ As thickly as the leopard’s da[)]ileJ si'in, 

j ^}‘With leaves tlrut niiikly rotted, 

yj!' 

> ,' ' 

" air was thick—and ii 


ii' rtf 




in the I'l per ploom 
^|';[!Vv„'-Srhe bat—or somctliing in its sh.'jjO' -was winging 
on the wall, as chillv as a a-b, 
Death’s-Head moth wa'* clinging. 
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That mystic motJi, wliicJl, with a sense profound 
Of all unholy prf'f'Ciicc, aii;.';m*5 truly ; 

And -with a ‘iii^nificatice flits round 
7 'hc taper burning' hluely. 

Such omi ns in tl)c place tlicrc ‘-ef m’d lo be, 

At lv’tv crooked turn, or on ih-* laudiiijj:, 

'J'bt* strai!ii!5^r eyeball was piepaied to M'e 
Some Apparition t,Mnding, 

For over all tlierc hmui: floiid of ii ar, 

A st'iihc of mystery' tire -p'rir .l.-i’ e.-d. 

And said as plain l- whisp- i ii t'/n 0^0- 
I'he piliice is H .ent' I 

Yet no poitonroe-. Sfi ipc ilu; ■ iwht nm^v/erl; 

Each object j'l, in, arid tangible, :.n(* valid : 

But I'roin rjieij i.irni'-lt’J 1 . in.^s lia-k Figures gazed 
Atu! Faces ‘•p(\ tre-palid- 


Not inendy witlv the mimic UK, tiiar lies 
Witliin the compass of Air's siinulation ; 

Their bouls were looking sin o' their painted eyes 
With awful speculation. 

On ov’17 lip a cpeechlt ss hoiror dwelt; 

On tv'ry brow tiie burthen of affliction ; 

The old Auci'-tral Kpiiits knew and felt 
The f louse’s rr.ik jirtion. 


,t-^s^"':'^'i^.':'' THE r 


HAUNTED HOUSE. 


earnest woe their features overcast, 
might have stirrM, or sigh’d, or wept, or spoken ? 
Bat;, aave die iioUow moaning of the blast, 
j^Thic stillness was unbroken. 

> '» 

i 

' y- K 

i' m 

i‘cs Other sound or '^tir of lift was tlu iv, 

s 

v j'-"Except my step;, iir solitaiy clambei, 

' From flight to flight, from Imniul ataii to stair, 
r' From chamber into tiiiimbcr. 


Deserted lootn® of luxiny j«o<i -.tali', 

That old magnUiccnec b;ui iiihiy tmnid'.'d 
With pictures, cabinets of ,in..u-ut date 
And carvings gilt anJ biiini'^i'd. 

Rich hangings. stotI..<i by rbr noedhajt 
Wirh scripture hi-'tory, or tl.t^dc lablu 5 
But all had LiJecl, s.ivc one lagged ji.at. 
Where C Jd was slaying Ab< 1. 


The silent waste ol mildew and ttir moth 
'■ Had marr’d tlic* tissue with a partial ravage; 
b' "But imdecaying frown’d ’a])‘)U the cloth 
, ‘ Each featui-e stern and savage. 


^ ' • - 

' y, The sky was pale ; the cloud a thing of doubt; 

- ^ydSome nues were fresh, and some decay'd and duller 
But Still the Bloodv JIanh shone stiangely out 

^ ‘"'t ' a |r_/ ‘ 

With vehemence of colour! 

^T. > . 



■'Vi 




r ^ 
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THE HAUNTED HOUSE. ^ 


The Bloodt Hanh that with a lurid stain 
Shone on the <Iu‘^ty fioor, ii dism.il token. 
Projected frntv tli*^ rastmt nt’& iiainled pane, 
Wbc •re all be'^ide \va:. hioken. 


The Bu)oi)s TIano siyriifirant of ainie. 
'j'hat nil t)ie old h.inner, 

fd'id kept !*■■. I'uinson uniinp.tisivl by tiint, 
ifi 5urh a ■.vf»iidioii-' ui.uim'.m 


OVr all there hun^!^ the 'duiileu'' of a 
A sense ol’ myste!-)' 'die vj.jr'i; d, 

And said a*- jdai.; a-* m tiK i u, 

The place i liiujced! 


The Death Vi'.-i.ji th \ .! h> 'drill Lh<‘ paiui J ojRj 

liK'r-wplie’Me r:. tiicsi' h'olt rla 

And echoc*-a''d tee *'te.d iuokot 


The, fancy to cjnb.iii'ass 


Projdictic' I'int"-. hii\i tli<' with dread, 
But thro' ojv pjoomy eiiMaii'-e p.ilntinp, mo^-tly, 
'I'he wh’h- some se'n.i hej'ii.iii.ni sahJ, 

That Chamiier is the (ihn.t’y ! 



•ss the door ti.t r'>s am. : 


ft'stoon 


Swnsj pend(ii<Ai -- no vv'h - no dusry fringes. 
No siU V chryviU' <?r wlute coeoon 
Abo vit its nooks and hiiigiss. 






-■ »,• 
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THE HAUNTET^ HOUSE. 

. ■'p , 

SpMer shunn’d tJie interdictfcl room, 
'f‘,'»j;'The moth, the beetle, and die fly were hanisliM, 
'4'\',5 A*i 4 where die senbcjm fill athwart the glocMn 

I *1 

c! The very midge had vanisjrd. 

^1 K 

' >/ One lonely ray that upon a Bod, 

As if witn awlul aim »r.ri ct and cot tain, 

To shovir die Rtoouv IIano in hunihig n U 
j Embroidered on the nut m. 


And yet no gory =M.i'n w.is on the quilt— 
The pillow Ju it^ jil.i'e had lowly loi-tt'd; 
The fiooi alone retain’d the oaei* vif 
Those boards oLscineiy ^ijofted. 


Obsenredy spo’.t d to th * door, and thence 
With nia/y iIo'iMe-. fo tin i^,iafed caseiniMit— 
Oh what a tale tliey toM of jeat inlenv*. 

Of horror and ania^emi ut! 


What human cieaturc in the dead of night 

I* ^ 

'Had courted like limited hme that criitl distancef 

V t 

” ^Had sought the door, the window in ins flight, 

'* Striviug for dear existence ^ 


‘ , What shrieking Spit it ip ♦-h-ir hlnody room 

‘i , 

' ^ ,,lt8 mortal frame had violently qtiiltfj !*— 

';^,Ac^os,s the sunbeam, with a suddck, gloom, 
, ^Jv jghofltly Shadow Hitted. 



A SONNET, 
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Across the sunbeam, and alonp: the wall. 
But painted on the air veiy dimly. 

It hardly veilhl the Uyestry at ail, 

Or portrait fiownijv^ g;iiaily 

O’er all tlu i*- hunj>, the shadow of a fear, 
A sense of my=tery the s]»irit daunted, 
And ftU'il, .1^- plain as whi‘'i>er in the car, 
I'he place is Haunted I 


tONxrr, 


My bean is ■•/.'h V iho' J I'o. d 

Oil hopej 'X'nTV, e/n ^ l.'ifh ■'Ueh a h 'i\ y par,-' 
That neithei nov t Ai'*- fwi’; fhj' erubrace. 

As it he si-’j.r hi'’ oh! ‘j'eed : 

Fcr. as In sunshine only v i rin lead 
The marcl'. of minutes uu the tace, 

Jii the shadows of this lone'y ]'l.ic'e 
Then' is no love, and 'rim<' i-; dead imleed. 

But when, dfMr lady, 1 am near thy heart, 

'I'iiy smile is time, and then so swift it flies, 

)t seems we only mijet to ti.ar ajvirt. 

With aching hands and lingering of eyes. 

Ala<!, alas! that we tnu.-t learn hours’ flight 
By the s,une ligljt cjf love that makes them bright! 
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One more Unfortunate, 
Weary of breath. 

Rashly importunate. 

Gone to her death! 

Take her up tenderly. 

Lift her with care; 
Fashion’d so slenderly, 
Young-, and so fair! 

Look at her garments 
Clinging like cerements; 
Whilst the wave constantly 
Drips from her clothing; 
Take her up instantly. 
Loving, not loathing.— 

Touch her not scornfully j 
Think of her mournfully. 
Gently and humanly; 

Not of the stains of her, 

All that remains of her 
Now is pure womaniy. 


Ip THE BRIDGE OF SIGHS. 

* 

Make no deep scrutiny 
Into her mutiny 
Rash and undutihil; 

Fast all dishonour. 

Death has left on her 
Only the beautifuL 

Still, for all slips of her?^ 

One of Eve’s family— 

Wipe those poor lips of hers 
Oozing 30 clammily. 

Loop up her tresses 
Escaped from the comb. 

Her fair auburn tresses; 
Whilst wonderment guesses 
Where was her home? 

Who w as her father ? 

Who was her niotlier ? 

Had slie a sister ? 

Had she a brother ? 

Or was there a dearer otic 
Still, and a nearer one 
Yet, tlian all other? 

Alas! for the rarity 
Of Cluistian charity 


THE BRIDGE OF SIGHS, 


Under the sun! 

Oh ! it was pitiful I 
Near a whole city full. 
Home bhe had none. 

Sisterly, brotlierly, 

Fatherly, motherly. 

Feelings had changed: 

Love, by harsh evidence. 
Thrown from its eminence; 
Even God’s providence 
Seeming estranged. 

Where the lamp'* quiver 
So far ill the river, 

Widi many a light 
From window and casement. 
From garret to basement. 

She stood, witli amazement. 
Houseless by night. 

The bleak wind of March 
Made her ti'cmblc and shiver; 
But not the dark arch. 

Or die black flowing river: 
Mad from life’s hi-^tory, 

Gbd to death's mystery, 

Swift to be hurl’d— 


THE BRIDGE 01* SIGHS. 


Any where^ uny -where 
Out of tilt; world ! 

In she plunged boldly. 

No mattci how coldly 
The rough ri\ er ran,— 

Ovt'i the brink of it, 

Picture it—think ot it. 
Dissolute ]\I'an! 

Lave in it, drink of it. 

Then, if you can ! 

Take her uj> tenderly, 

Lift her with care j 
Fa .liion'd so slemleJiy, 
Young, and so fair! 

Eie her lime-, frigidly 
btitlen to > rigidlj. 

Decently,—kind!) — 
biuciotljc, and compose them; 
And licr eyes, close them 
Staiijig so blindly! 

Dreadfully staring 
Thio’ muddy impurity. 

As when with Uio daring 
Last look of despniiing 
Fix'd on futurity. 
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Pori'ihiiigf ploomily, 

^piiif'd !)y contumely. 

Cold inluimanity, 

Lurnirip: insanity. 

Into her jest.— 

Cro-is her JuiuU humhly. 

As if pKiyirijr dumhly, 

0\ei her breast! 

ivr wtaknes;, 

Hei e\il heliavio'jv. 

Anti leavintCj '■vitii meekness. 
Her sins to her Savioin ! 


A b'rORM AT HASTINGS, 

AV.Q TIIF LITTLE UNKNOWN, 


’T-wa .3 August—Hastings eveiT- day was filling— 
Hastings, that "greenest spot on mf-nniry’s waste I’* 
With crowds of idlens willing or unwilling 
To bo bedipped—be n(»U>ecI—or lie biaced, 

And all tilings rose a penny in a shllliDg, 
Meanwhile, fiom windt*w and fioin dooi, in haste 
"Accommodation bills ” hejit comi'ig down. 
Gladding “ the world of letter." ” in that town. 




A STOKM AT HASTINGS. 


Each day pour'd in new coach-fulls of new cits. 
Flying from London smolic and dust annoying. 
Unmarried Misses hoping to make hits. 

And new-wed couples fresh IVona Tunbridge toying, 
Laceman and placeman, ministers and wits. 

And quackers of both sexes, mucli enjoying 
A morning’s reading by the ocean’s rim, 

That sect delighting in the sea's broad brim. 


And lo! amongst all these appear’d a cieatuio, 
So small, he almost might a tv'in have been 
Witli Miss Crachanii—dwarfish cpn'te in stature, 
Yfit well proj)0! Lion’d—iieitJier I’at nor lean. 

His face of marvellonsly pleasant featuse. 

So short and sweet a man was never seen—* 

All thought him charming at the first beginning- 
Alas, eie long they found him far too winning! 


He seem’d in love with chance—and chance repaid 
His ardent passion with her fonde«c smile. 

The sunshine of good luck, without a shade. 

He staked and won—and won and staked—the bile 
It stirr’d of many a man and many a maid. 

To see at every venture how that vile 

Small gambler snatch’d—and how he won them too— 

A living Pam, omnipotent at loo! 
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Miss Wigginti sot hiT heart upon a box, 

'Twas handsome, lose-wooil, and inlaid with brass, 
And dreamt three times she garnisli’d it with stocks 
Of needles, bilks, ami cottons—but alas I 
She lost it wide aw^ake.—Wo tliought Miss Cojc 
Was lucky—but .she saw three caddies pass 
To tJiat small imp ;—no living luck could loo him I 
Sir Stamford would liave lost his Rallies to him 1 


And BO be climb’d—and rode, and won—and walk’d, 

The wondrous topic of the cuiious swarm 

That haunted tlie Parade. Many were bulk’d 

Of notoriety liy that small form 

Pacing it up and down ;—some even talk'd 

Of ducking him—when lo I a dismal storm 

Stepp’d in—one Friday, at the close of day— 

And every head was tuin'd another way— 


Watching the grander guest. It aeem’d to rise 
Bulky and slow upon the southern brink 
Of the horizon—fanii’d by sultry sighs— 

So black and tlu'catening, 1 cannot think 
Of any simile, except the skies 
Aliss Wiggins sometime jbetdi’S in Indian ink— 
JkT/jj-shapen blotches of sneh heavy vapour. 
They seem a de;»l more solid ih.m her paper. 




I 


\ tsd A STORM AT HASTINGS. 

! As for the sea, it tliil not fret, ami rave, 

And tear its waves to t.itters, and .so dash on 
The stony-hearted beach ;—some bards would have 
It always rampant, in that itilc fashion,— 
i WhenM5 tl»e waves roll’d in, .subdued and grave, 
j Like schoolboys, when tlie master’s in a pa.ssion, 
j Who met'kiy settle in and take their places. 

With a \'cry quiet awe on all their faces. 

1 

Some love to draw tJie ocean witin a h(*ad, 

; Like troubled table-beer,—and make it 
I And froth, and roar, and ding.— but this, I’u* *aid. 
Surged in scaur rongjjci th.m ,i lady’s flounre;— 
But then, a giander coimast thus it hr- d 
Wjth the wilti v\^lkin, .seeming to |>r('noinice 
Somctliing more awful in the s^i?')us car. 

As one would whisper Lh it a lion’s neai — 

Who Just begip.3 to roar: so tlie hoarse thunder 
Growl'd long—but low—a prelude note of deatli, 
A.S if die stifling clouds yet kept it under. 

But still it muttiT’d to die sea beneath 
Such a continued peal, a,s made us wonder 
It did not pause more olt to t.ike irs breath, 

I Whilst we were panting with tlie sultry weather, 

{ And hardly cairtl to wed two woids together. 



A STORM AT HASTINGS, 


But watch’J the; surly arhent of the storm. 

Much as the hrovvn-cheek’d planter'^ of Barbadoes 
Must watch a th-ijijr of the Nc^p-o swarm :— 
Mcaiuimc it steer'd, like Odin’s old Armadas, 
Ri^ht on our c(/ast;—a dhmai, coa! hl.ick form;— 
Many proud gait-’ weie (.iiieil il—aiul all liravadocs 
Of foil y ceased—and suiuliy idle jokiis 
Wt nt home to cover up lIic ir ton^s and pokers. 


I'M) fierce the lightning flasljed.— In all their days 
I'h.e oIde‘'l smu^’glers had not seen ‘.ijch flaihin^rj 
And tluy are used to many a jjietty !da/e. 

To kcv p their ITolUmd'' from an awkwaid claihitij,’; 
Whtli hostile cutte's in out (ateki and Lavs;— 
And truly one muld think without much lashing 
T'lie fancy, that those coasting clouds .so awful 
And black* were fraught with as uulawful. 


The gay Parade grew thin—all the fair crowd 
Vanish’d—as if they knew tlu lr own attraetions*— 
For now the lightning thiongh a near hand cloud 
Began to make some veiy crooked fractiorj.s— 

Only some few remain’d that were not cow’d, 

A few rough sailors, who had been in actions* 

And sundiy boatmen, that with quick yeo'.s, 

Lest it shcuild blo^, —^werc pulling U]j the Roses 
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A S'T'OKM AT HASTINGS. 


(No flower, but a boat)—some moie hauling 
I'he Rjegcnt by the head :—anotiicr crew 
With tiiat saiui' cry peculiar to their callings 
Were heaving up tlie Hope :—^and as they knew 
Tlic very gods tliemsehes oft get a mauling 
In their own realms the s(‘amcn wisely drew 
Idle Ntptune rather higher on t)ie beach, 

That he might lie beyond his billows' reach. 


And now the storm, with its despotic power 
Had all usurp'd the azure of the skies. 

Making our daylight datkoi by an hour. 

And some few (Ini[>s—an unusual size— 

Few and distinct—sorirce twenty to the siiower. 
Fell like huge tear-drops from a Oian^-'s eyes— 

But then this spiinklc thicken’d in a Iricc 
And rained much harder —in good solid ice. 

Oh ! for a very storm of words to show 
How this fierce crash of hail came rushing o’er us! 
Handel wotdd make the gusty organs blow 
Grandly, and a rich storm in music score us;— 

But ev'n his music seem'd composed and low. 
When we were handlcit l^y tins Hailstone Chorus; 
Whilst tlnnulci rumbled, with its awful sound, 
And frozen comfits roll'd along the groimd— 


A STORM AT HASTINGS 


As big a!> bullets:—! how they did batter 
Our crazy tiles;—And now the lightning flash’d 
Alternate with the dark, until the latter 
Was rarest of tlie two:—die gust too dash’d 
So terribly, I thought the hail mu'-t shatter 
Some panes,—and so it did-—and first it smash'd 
The very square where I had chose my station 
To watch the gcncial illumination. 


Another, and anothe’*, still came in. 

And fell in jingling ruin at my fett. 

Making nansparent holes that let me win 
Some samples of the storm :—Oh ! it w^as sweet 
To think I liad a shelter tor my skin. 

Culling them through these “ loopholes of retreat” 
Which in a little we began to glaze— 

Chiefly with a jacktowel and some baiic I 


By whicli, the cloud had pass’d o’erhead, but play’d 
Its crooked fires in constant flashes still. 

Just in our rear, as though it had array’d 
Its heavy batteries at Fail light Mill, 

So that it lit die town, and giandly made 
The rugged features of the Castle Hill 
Leap, like a birth, from chaos, into light. 

And then relapse into die glo»imy mght— 
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As parcel of the cloud;—tlu^ clouds themselves, 
i Like monstrous cra<;s and summits evetlasting, 
i Piled e.icli on each in most gigantic sJulves, 
j I'hat Milton’s devils weie engaged in blasting.— 

j Wc could e’en fancy Satan and his elves 

Busy upon thosy cnigs, and ever casting 
Huge fiagmenus loose,—and tli.it we/t'// iht* sound 
Tluy made in falling to the startled gioimd. 

I ' 

I ' 

; And so the tempest scowl'd away,- -and soon 

Timidly shining thiongb ifs skircs ol jet, 

' We saw the rim of the ji.icifie moon, 

1 Like a bright fish entangled in a net, 

■ Flaidiing its silver s'Je-,— h:nv sweet a I oon, 

i 

I Seem’d her sweet Iiglit, js thougli i*- ii ouK! beget, 

With that fair smile, a calm ujioa the seas — 

t I 

\ Peace ill the tky— and cooloes'. iu the biecze ! 
i '' ! 

I 

: I 

I I 

1 I 

i Meantime the hall liad cca.sed .—and all tlie brexvd i 

} * 

I Of gla-ziers stole abroad t(f count tlieir gains ;— 

* At every windenv, there were maids wlio stood 

( 

Lamen.ing o’r the gUsshs small nnltiins,— 

Or with coarse linciij made the fractions good, 

Staiiching the wdnd in all tlie wounded panes,— 

t 

Or, holding candles lo tlie panes, in doubt; 

The wind resolved—blowing the candles out. 



A STORM AT RASllNGS. 
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No house was whole that had a sonthern front,— f 
No green-house hut th«' same mi'^hap befrll; 
jBi^iio-wuiJows and glasses bore the brunt,— 

No sex in glass was spared!-For thosi. who dwell 

On eacli hill side, you might base swam a punt 
In any of their i)arlouis ^—Mis, SneiJ 
AVas slopp’d out oi iier siMt,~-and Air. llitehin 
Had a^,^^ow’r-gar<leii ^vai.h’li into a Kiirben, 


iiut btill the ‘-ea was mild, and quite disclaim'd 
'I’lie recent violence.—Each alter caili 
'"J'he gentle waves a gentle murmur inimed, 
'Fappitig, like WtxulpetLej^, the hollow hi\u-h 
Ilowheit Ills <zvc{itbtr eir the seaman aim'd 
Across tlie calm, and hinted by his speech 
A gale nejwt moiniug—and when morning hioke, 
'I'here was a g.de—quite equal to bespoke.” 


Before higli water—(it were better far 
Tp christen it not (ivatcr then, but (zva/A r. 
For then the tide is /ft the bar) 

Rose such a swell—1 never saw one greater! 
Black, jagged billows rearing up in war 
lake ragged roaring bears agaiiv^t the baiter. 
With lots of froth upon the sliingle shed. 

Like stout pour’d out v. hh a fine heaeby head. 
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A STORM AT HASTINGS. 


No open boat was open to a fare. 

Or launch'd that morn on seven-shilling trip!?, 
No bathing woman waded—none would dare 
A dipping in the wave—but waived tlieir dip#. 
No seagull ventured on tlie stormy air. 

And all the dreary coast was clear of ships; 

For two h'ci shores upon tlie river Lea 
Are not so perilous as one at sea. 


Awe-struck we sat, and gazed upon fiie scene 
Before us in such horrid huily-burly,— 

A boiling ocean of mix'd black and gieen, 

A sky of copper cedour, grim and surly,— 
When lo, in that vast hollow scoop'd between 
'I’wo rolling AIp'^ of water,—white and curly I 
We saw a pair of hftie arms a-skimming, 

Much like a first or Lot attt'mpi at swimming! 


Sometimes a hand—sometimes a little shoe— 
Sometimes a akirt—sometimes a hank of hair 
Just like a dabbled seaweed rose to view. 
Sometimes a knee, sometimes a back was bare— 
At last a frightful summerset he threw 
Right on the shingles. Any one could swear 
The lad was dead—without a chance of peijury. 
And battci'd by the surge beyond all surgery I 


THOSE EVENING IJELLS. 
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However we snatcli’d up the corse tlius tlirown 
Intending^, Christiiin-like, to sod and turf it. 

And after venting Pity’s sigh and gioan. 

Then Curiosity began witli her {it \ 

And lo! die features of the Small Unknown ! 

’Twas he that of the surf liad had this suiftit!—• 
And in his fob, the cause of late monopolks, 

W<; found a conn act signed Mephistophiles I 

A bond of blood, whereby die sinner gave 
Ilis loifeit soul to Satan in reversion, 

Pioiiding in diis world he was to have 
A lordshi]> over luck, by whose exerdon 
He might control the course of cauls, and biave 
All dirows of dice,—but on a sea excursion 
The juggling Demon, in hi» usual vein. 

Seized die last cast—and Nick'd him in the viain t 


THOSE EVENING BELLS. 

" I'd be a parodt.” 

Those Evening Bells, those Evening Bells, 
How many a tale their music tells. 

Of Yorkshire cakes and ciumpets prime. 
And letters only just in time!— 


144 HYMENEAL RETROSPECTIONS. 

j 

The MulTiii-hoy lias pass'd away. 

The Postman t;one—and I must pay. 

For down helovv Deaf Mai*y dwells, I 

And does not hear tliose Evening Bells. ! 

I 

j 

And so't will be when she is gone, j 

The tuneful peal will still ring on, j 

^\rid other maids with timely yells j 

Forget to stay those Evening Bells. ' 


I 

i 

I 

I I 

! HYMENEAL RETROSPECTIONS. ' 

i i 

I i 

I I 

j O KaTk I my dear Partner, L*\rough joy and through 

i strife 

When I look back at T-lynieids dea** day, 

J Not a lovelier bride over chang’d to a wife, 

I Thougii you're now so old, wi/iened and grey! 

I 

j 

Those eyes, then, were stars, shining rulers of fate! 

But as licpiid as stars in a pool; 

I 7'hoiigh Uf w they ’re so dim, they appear, my dear 
j Kr.te, 

* Ji'nt like -osebeiries boiled for a fooll 

I '' 
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That brow was like marble, so smootJi and so fair; 
Though it’s wiinkleJ so crookedly now. 

As if Time, when tliose furrows were made by the share. 
Had been tipsy whilst driving his plough I 

Your nose, it was such as the sculptors all chose. 

When a Venus demanded their skill; 

Though now it can hardly be reckon’d a nose. 

But a sort of Poll-Parroty Bill! 

Your mouth, it was then quite a halt for tlie bees. 

Such a nectar there hung on each lip , 

Thougn now it has taken that lemon-IIke squeeze. 

Not a biuc-bottle comca for a sip 1 

Your chin. It was ont; of Lover’s favourite Iiaunts, 

From its dimple lie could not get loose j 

Though now the neat hand of a barber it wants. 

Ora singe, like the breast of a goose ! 

How rich were those locks, so abundant and full. 

With their ringlets of auburn so deep I 

Though now they look only like fiizzles of wool. 

By a bramble torn ofl from a sheep 1 

That neck, not a swan could c'sccl it in grace. 

While in whiteness it vied witli your arms; 

Though now a grave ’kerchief y<m propeily place. 

To conceal that scrag-end of your charms f 


1. 
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THE FAREWELL. 


Vour figure was tall, tlien, and perJectly straight. 
Though it now li.is t\v<i twists from upright— 

Blit hloss you ! still bless you ! my Partner ! my Kate 1 
Though you be such a perfect old fright I 

- »■ 

THE FAREWEL/. 

TO A FRFNCII Art. 


Fare tliee well, 
Oabrielle! 

Whilst I join France, 

With blight cuirass and Unceif 
'J'rnrnpets swcih 
Gabrh '!e! 

War borso.s 

And Cavalicis advance 1 

In the night, 

1?AC the figiit. 

In the night. 

I’ll think of thee ! 

And In pray-r. 

Lady fair, 
in tbj pray'r. 

Then think of ms! 


ODE ON CLAPIIAM ACADEMY. 147 

Death may knell* 

Gabiiclle t 

Whole my plumes dance, 

By arqiicbuss or lance ! 

'I'hon farewell, 

Gabtielk*! 

Take my last ^!;lance ! 

Fair Miracle of France! 


ODE ON A DISTANT PROSPECT OF 
CLAPHAM ACADEMY. 


An me ! those old familiar bounds! 
That classic house, those classic j^iounJs 
My pensive tliought lecalls ! 

What tender urchins now confine. 

What little captives now repine, 

Within yon irksome walls ? 

Ay, that’s the very house ! I know 
Its ugly windows, ten a-row I 
Its chimneys in the tear ! 

And there’s tlie ijon rod so high. 

That drew the thunder from the sky 
And turn’d our tublc-becr 1 


48 ODE ON A DISTANT PROSrECT 


Thert' I was bhcIiM ! tliL'ie I was bred I 
There like a little Adam fed 
From laiarning’s woeful tr«.‘e ! 

The weaiy tasks 1 used to con !— 

The hopeless leaves I wept upon I— 
Most fruitless leaves to me I 


The summon’d class !—the awful bow !— 
t wonder who is master now 
Anvl wholesome angui-.h sheds I 
How many ushers now employs. 

How many maids to see the boys 
Have nothing in their heads 1 

And Mrs. S*** ?~ Doth she abet 
(Like l^alJas in the pailont) yet 
Some hivouiM two oj three,— 

The little Crichtons (jf the lionr. 

Her muflin-medals that devour, 

And swill her prize—bohea ? 


Ay, there’s the j>Iayground ! there’s the lime. 
Beneath whose shade in summer’s prime 
So wildly T liave read I— 

Who sits there and skims the cream 
Of young Romance, lUid weaves a dream 
Of Love and Cottage-bread ? 


OF CLAI’HAM ACADEMY. 
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Who stmts the Randall of the walk ? f 

Who models tiny heads in chalk/ 

Who 6COOJ5S the lii^ht canoe ? 

Whut early genius buds apace ? 

Where’s Poynter ? Harris / Bowers / Chase { 
ffal Baylis ? blithe Carew/ 

Alack I llicy re gone—a thousand ways 1 
And some are serving in “ the Greys” 

And some have peiishM young!— 

Jack Hairi« weds his second wile ; 

Hal Baylis diives the <wane of lifej 
And blithe Carew—is hung ; 


Grave Bowi.ra teaches ABC 
To savages at Ovvhyee 

Poor Chase is with the worms !— 
All, all are gone—the olden breed!— 
New crops of mushroom boys succeed, 
“And puah us from our forms /” 


Lo ! where tliey scramble forth, and shout, 
And leajp, and skip, ?ni irtjb about. 

At play where we have play'd ! 

Some hop, some nin, (some fall.) some twine 
"d’hoir croney arms; some in the shine,— 
And some arc in ti>e '«hacle ! 

4 


IS* THE ROMANCE OF COLOGNE. 


Our lit arts are dough, our heels are lead, 
Our topmast jnp fall dull and de*d 
Like balls with no rebound I 
And often witlj a faded eye 
Wc lof^k behind, and send a sigh 
'Lowaids that merry ground! 

Then be contented. Thou hast got 
The most of heaven in thy young lot j 
^'here’s sky-blue in tby cnj> i 
Thou’lt find tliy Maiiliood all foo List—■ 
Soon come, soon gone ! and Age at last 
A sorry bn aking-up / 


THE ROM.ANCE OF COLOGNE. 


'Tis even—on the pleasant banks of Rhine 
I’lie thrush is anging, ajid tlie dove is cooing, 
A youth and maiden on the turf iceline 
Alone—And he is wooing. 

Yet WOOS in vain, for to the voice of love 
No kindly sympatliy the Maid discovers, 
n’hough round th' rn both, and in the air above, 
The tender Sj>ii-jL liovers ! 



THE ROMANCE OF COLOGNE 
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Untcuch’d by lovely Nature and lier laws. 

The more he pleads, more coyly she represses ; 
Her lips denies, and now her hand witlidraws, 
Rejecting his caresses. 

Fair is she as the dreams yoniig poets weave, 
Bright eyes, and dainty lips, and tresses curly; 
In outward loveliness a child of Eve, 

But cold as Nymph of Lurley ! 


The more Love ti ies her pity to engross, 

^’he more slie chills them with a strange beliaviour; 
Now tells her beads, now gazes on the Cross 
And Image of tlie Savioui 

Forth goes tlie Lover with a farewell moan. 

As from the presence of a thing inhuman ;— 

Oh I what unholy spell hath turned to stone 
The young warm heart of Woman! 


• • • • • 


’Tis midnight—and the moonbeam, cold and wan^ 
On bower and river quietJy is sleeping. 

And o’er the corse of a self-murdeied man 
The Maiden f;dr is weeping. 


I 


i 154 THE RO^^ANCE OF C'OLOGNE. 

! 

I In vain she I'^oks info his ji^lassy eyes, 
j No pressi^Te answers to h(T hand so pressing', 

I In her fond arms impasbively he lies, 
j Clay-cold to her caressing. 

I 

! 

i Despahing, stunn’d by her eternal los$. 

I She Hies to succour tliat may best beseem her; 

i 

j iJi't {o ! a frowning Figure veils the Crosp, 

I And hides the blest Redeemer. 

I 

I 

i . . 

With stf'rn right hand it stivtclies fortli a .scioll, 

I Wherein she reads in melaiudioly lettert>, 

' 'j'he cruel fatal pact that jilaced her soul 
A.nd her young lieaft in fetters. 

j ‘‘Wretch! Sinner! Renegade! to tmth and God, 

I 

! 'I’hy holy faith foi human love to barter 1 ” 

' No more she hears, but or the bloody sod 
' Sinks, iJigotry’s last Mai tyr! 

I 

j 

And side by side the hapless l/overs lie : 

Tell me, harsh priest! by yonder tragic token, 

; What part hath God in such a Bond, ■micieby 
Or hearts or vows are broken t 


I 

I 



I 


1 


I 

I 

I 


j 

I 


I 

I 

I 


\ 

I 

\ 

I 

I 

I 

I 

I 


A PLAIN DIRECTION. 1 $$ I 

I 

I 

I 

( 

^ I 

^ I 


A PLAIN DIRECTION. | 

1 

i 

i 

In I .onJon oner I lo't my way j 

I 

In faring', ro and iir^^ 

And ask’d a Jirriij rJi';;:;;ed Ijoy j 

I’lic* way that 1 ■jlioiiUl {»v»; | 

Ilo a nx)d, and L»ieii a Vvink, ; 

< 

And tolil me to there* ! 

Stia%ht down tiu; Cu)okcd Lawn*, j 

And all lomid tlie Square.” 


1 box'd bi& iinle sniiey lai'. 

And then away [ stiode ; 

But sinee I've lound that weary path 
Is quite’ a common road. 

Utopia a pleasant place. 

But how shall 1 get there? 

Straight dovrn the Ciooked Lane, 

Aik] all round the Stprare.” 

I’ve read about a lamoiis town 
That drove a famous ti ade. 

Where Wittingtou walkeil up and iouiid 
A foriuTie ready made. 
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A PLAIN DIRECTION, 


The very streets are paved with gold ; 
Uut how .shall I get there ? 

**Straight down the Crooked Lane, 
And all round the Square.” 


I’ve read about a Fairy Land, 

In some romantic tale, 

Wlicre Dwarfs, if good, are sure to thrive. 
And wicked Giants fail. 

My wi.sh is great, my shoes are strong. 
But how shall 1 get there ? 

“ Straight down the Crooked Lane, 

And all round tiie Square.” 


I’ve heard about some happy Lie, 
Where ev’rv man is free. 

And none can lie in bonds for life 
For want of L. S. D. 

Oh that’s the land of Libeity ! 

But how shall 1 get there ? 

Straight down the Crooked Lane, 
And all round the Square.” 

I’ve dreamt about some bles.sed spot. 
Beneath the blessed sky. 

Where Bread and Justice never rise 
Too dear for folk.s to bay. 


A PLAIN DIRECTION. 
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It’s chcMpei than tlie Ward of Cht-ap, 

But how .shall I ^ot there? 

** Straight down the Crooked Lane, 

And all round the Square.” 

They say there is an ancient House, 

As pure as it is old. 

Where Members always speak their minda. 
And Votes are never .sold. 

I’m ftniJ of all antiquities, 

But how .sliall I get then ? 

“ Straight down the Crooked Lane, 

And all round the Square.” 


They .say there is a Royal Court 
Maintain'd in nohU; state, 

When ev’ry able man, and good, 

Ls ceitain to be great! 

I’m very fond of .seeing sights. 

But how shall 1 get there? 

Straight dowm the Crooked Lane, 
And all round tlie Sqttarc.” 


They say there is a Temple too. 
Where Christlan.s come to pray; 
But canting knaves and hypocrites. 
And bigots keep away. 
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A PLAIN DIllECTION, 


O 1 tint’s tiu.’ parish church forme! 
But how .shall I get there f 
''Straipjt: down tin* Crooked Lane, 
And all round tlie Square/’ 

They say tliere is a Garden fair* 
7^hat’s haunted by the dove, 

Where love of gold doth ne’er eclipse 
The golden light of love— 

The place must he a Paradise, 

But how shall I get tliere ? 

"Straight down the Cioc»k(‘d Lane* 
And all round the Square.” 

IVe Iieard there i.s a lamous Land 
For public spiut known— 

Wlio^e Patiiots love its IritcivsM 
Much better than their own. 

The Land of Promise surt it is 1 
But how shall I get there ? 

"Straight down the Crooked Lani^ 
And all round the Square.” 

I’ve read about a fine Lstate, 

A mansion large and strong; 

A view all over Kent and back# 

And going for a song 





A PLAIN rURECTION. 


George Robins knows the very spot. 
But how shall 7 get there ? 

‘'Straight down the Crooked Lane, 
And all round tlie Square.” 

Tve heard there is a Company 
All formal and enroll'd, 

Will take vour smallest coin 
And give it bark in gold. 

Oi course the oilice door is mobb'd. 
But how sliall 1 get there ? 

Stiaiglit down the Crooked Lane, 
And all round the Square.” 


I '^re heard al)out a pleasant land, 
Wiere omelettes grow on trees. 
And roasted pigs run, crying out. 
Come eat me, if you please.” 

My appetite is ratlier keen, 

But how shall I get there f 
« Straight down the Crooked Lane, 
And all round the Square.” 


c *«» > 




Sion on, sad heart, for Love’s eclipse 
And Beauty’s fairest queen. 

Though ’tis not for my peasant lips 
To soil her name between ; 

A king might lay Ids sceptre down. 
But I am poor and nought, 

The brow should w' ar a golden crown 
That wears her in its thought. 


The diamonds glancing in her hair. 
Whose sudden beams surprise. 
Might bid such humUe hopes beware 
The glancing of her eyes ; 

Yet looking once, i look’d too long, 
And if my love is sin, 

Deatli foUow's on the heels of wrong. 
And kills the crime within. 


Her dress seem’d wove of Illy leavCvS, 
It was so pure and fine,— 

O lofty wears, and lowly weaves,— 
But hodden-grey is mine; 



BALLAD. 
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And homely hose must step apart. 
Where garter’d princes stand. 

But may he wear my love at heart 
That wins her lily hand 1 

Alas! tliere’s far from russet frieze 
To silks and satin gowns. 

But I doubt if God made like degrees. 
In courtly hearts and clowns. 

My fatlier wrong’d a maiden’s mirth. 
And brought her cheeks to blame. 
And all that's lordly of my birtli 
Is my reproach and shame! 


'Tis vain to weep,—*txs vain to sigh, 
’Tis vain, this idle sjxeech. 

For where lier liappy pearls do lie. 
My tears may never reach ; 

Yet when I'm gone, e'en lofty pride 
May say, of what has been, 

His love was nobly born and died. 
Though all the rest was mean! 


My speech is rude,—^but speech is weak 
Such love as mine to tell. 

Yet had I word.s, I dare not speak. 

So, Lad/, fare tlu e well; 


M 



SONG. 
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I will not wish tliy better state 
Was one of low degree. 

But 1 must weep that partial fate 
Made 6uch a churl of me, 

* ■» — 

SONG. 


The stars are with the voyager 
Wherever he may sail; 

The moon is constant to her time; 

The sun will never fail; 

But follow, follow round the worlil, 
The green earth and Oie sea. 

So love is with the lover’s heart, 
WlierovOr lie may be. 

Wherever he may be, the stars 
Must daily lose their light; 

The rr.oon will veil her in the shade; 

The sun will set at night. 

The sun may set, hut constant love 
Will sliine when he’s away; 

So that dull n>ght is never night, 
And day is blighter day. 


I »«s i 


TO • • • • • 

wriril A FLASK of RIONK WATOU 


The old Catholic City was still. 

In the Minster the vespers were sung. 

And, re-echoed in cadences shrill, 

The last call of the trurrvpet liad rung; 
While, across the broad stream of the Rhine, 
The full Moon cast a silvciy zone; 

And methought, as I gazed on its shine, 
"Suiely that ii tlie Eau de Cologne,” 

I inquired not the place of its source. 

If it ran to the cast or the west; 

But my heart took a note of its course. 

That it flow’d towards Tier I love best— 
That it flow’d towards Her 5 love best, 

Ldke those wandering thoughts of my own. 
And the fancy such sweetness possess’d, 

That the Rhine seemed all Eau de Cologne) 

-♦— 

TO AN ABSENTEE. 


O’er hill, and dale, and distant sea, 

Through all tlie miles that stretch between 
My thought must fly to rest on thee. 

And would—though worlds should inten'eno. 
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HYMN TO THE SUN. 


Nay, thou art now so dear, methinks 
The fartlicr we are forced apart, 
AfTection'a firm elastic links 
But Lind tliee closer round the heart. 

For now we sever each from each, 

1 learn what I have lost in dice 4 
Alas, that nothing else could teach 
How great indeed my love should be! 

Farewell! I did not know thy worth; 
But thou art gone, and now ’tis piized. 
So angels walked unknown on earth. 
But when diey flew were recognised! 


HYMN TO THE SUN. 


Giver of glowing li^'lit 1 
Though but a god oi other days. 

The kings and sages 
Of wiser ages 

Sdll live and gladden in thy genial rays 1 

King of the tuneful lyre. 

Still poets' hymns to thee belong 
Though lips are cold 
Whereon of old 

Thy beams all turn'd to worshipjiing and song I 


TO FANCY. 
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I^rd of the dreadful bow. 

None triumph now for Pytlion’s death ; 

But thou dost save 
From hungry grave 

The life that hangs upon a summer breath. 

Fatlier of rosy day. 

No more tliy clouds of incense rise ; 

But waking flovv’rs 
At morning hours. 

Give out their sweets to meet thee in tlie skiea, 

God of the Delpliic fane. 

No more thou listenest to hymns sublime; 

But they will leave 
On winds at eve, 

A solemn echo to tlie end of time. 


TO FANCY. 


Most delicate Ariel! submissive thing. 

Won by the mind’s high magic to its hest,— 
Invisible embassy, or secret guest,— 
Weighing the light air on a lighter wing; 
Whether into the midnight moon, to bring 
Illuminate visions to the eye of rest,— 

Or rich rojnances from the florid West,— 

Or to the sea, for mystic wliispering,— 
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Still by thy charinM alU-giance to the will. 

The fruitful wishes prosper in the brain. 

As by the fingcriug of fairy skill,— 

Mooniijj^ht, and w'aters, and soft music's strain. 
Odours, and blooms, and my Miranda's smile, 
Making tills dull world an enchanted isle. 

-» . 

THE PLEA OF THE MIDSUMMER FAIRIES. 

’7 \va3 in that mellow season of the year 
When the hot sun singes tiie yellow leaves 
Till they be gold,—and with a broader s])hcre 
'I’he Moon looks down on Ceres and her sheave?-; 

When more abundantly the spider weaves. 

And the cold wind breathes from a chiller clime ;— 

I’hat fortli 1 fared, ou one of those still eves. 

Touch’d with the dewy s..dness of the time. 

To tliink how the bright mouths had spent tfielr priniCi 

So tliat, wherever I address’d my way, 

1 seem’d to track the melancholy feet 
Of him that U tine Father of Decay, 

And spoils at once tlie sour weed and the sweet |— 
Wherefore regretfully I made retreat 
To some unwasted regions of my brain. 

Charm’d with die ligiit of summer and the heat. 

And bade that bounteous season bloom again. 

Ana surout fresh flowers n. mine own domain. 
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It was a shady and sequester’d scene. 

Like those famed gardens of Boccaccio, 

Planted with his own laurels ever green. 

And roses that for endless summer blow; 

And there were fountain springs to overflow 
Their marble basins,—and cool giecn arcades 
Of tall o’erarching sycamores, to throw 
Athwart the dappled patli their dancing bhadc,'^,-— 

With timid coneyj. cnqjping the gceen blades. 

And there were ci^stal pools, peopled with fish, 

Aigent and gold ; and some of'I'yrian skin. 

Some crim'joii-harr’d ;—and ever at a wLh 
'f’iiiey rose ohsetiiiious till the wave grew thin 
As glass upon their backs, and then dived in, 

Quenching tlieir ardent scales in watery gloom ; 

Whilst others with fresh hues row’d ibrth to win 
My changeable regard,—for so we doom 
Things boin of tliought to vanish or to bloom. 

And there were many birds of many dyes. 

From tree to tree still faring to and fro, 

And stately peacocks with their splendid eyes, 

And gorgeous pheasants with their golden glow. 

Like Iris just bedabbled in her bow, 

Besides some vocalists without a name. 

That oft on fairy errands come and go. 

With accents magical;—and ail were tame, 

And pecked at my hand where’er I came. 
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And for my sylvan company, In liea 
Of Pampinca with her lively peers. 

Sate Queen Titania with her pretty crew. 

All in their liveries quaint, with elfin gears. 

For she was gracious to my childish years. 

And made me free of her enchanted round; 
Wherefore this dreamy scene she still endears. 

And plants her court upon a verdant mound, 

Fenced with umbrageous woods and groves pioloimd. 

“ Ah me,” she cries, ** was ever moonlight seen 
So clear and tender for our midnight trips ? 

Go some one fortli, and with a trump convene 
My lieges all I ”—^Away the goblin skips 
A pace or two apart, and deftly strips 
'i'he ruddy skin from a sweet rose's cheek. 

Then blows the shuddering leaf between his lips. 
Making it utter fortli a shrill small shriek. 

Like a fray’d bird in the gr *y owlet's beak. 

And lo ! upon my fix’d delighted ken 
Appear’d the loyal Fays.—Some by degrees 
Crept from tlie piimrosc buds that opened then. 

And some from bell-shaped blossoms like the bees, 
Some f»'om the dewy meads, and rushy leas, 

FU *\v up like chafers when the rustics pass; 

Some from the rivers, others from tall trees 
Dropp’d, like shed blossoms, silent to the grass, 

Spirits and eliins small, of every class. 
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Peri and Pixy, and quaint Puck the Antic, 

Brought Robin Goodfcllow, tliat merry swain 
And stealthy Mah, queen of old realms romantic. 
Came too, from di'^tance, in her tiny wain. 

Fresh dripping from a cloud—some bloomy rain. 
Then circling the blight Moon, had wash'd her car. 
And still bedew’d it with a various stain : 

Lastly came Ariel, shooting from a star, 

Who bears all fairy embassies afar. 

But Oberon, that night elsewhere exiled. 

Was absent, whether ‘’ome distemper'd spleen 
Kei)i him and bis fair mate unreconciled. 

Or warfare witii the Gnome (wdiose race had been 
Sometime obnoxious), kept him from his queen, 
And made her now peruse the stany skies 
Prophetical, with .such an absent mien ; 

Howheit, the tears stole oftxm to her eye.**. 

And oft die Moon was incensed with her sighs— 

Which made the elves sport drearily, and soon 
Their huslnng dances langui.sh’d to a stand. 

Like midnight leaves, when, as the Zephyrs swoon. 
All on tlieir drooping stems thiy .sink unfann'd,— 
So into silence droop’d the fairy band. 

To see their empress dear .so ])ale and still 
Crowding her softly tonnd on cither hand. 

As pale a.s frosty snowdrops, and as chill. 

To whom die sceptred dame reveals hei ill. 
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“Alas,” quoth she, “ ye know our fairy lives 
Arc leased upon tlie fickle faith of men; 

Not measured out against Fate’s mortiil knives. 
Like human gossamers,—we perish when 
We fadt^ and are forgot in worldly ken— 

Though poesy has thus prolong’d our date 
Thanks to the sweet Bard’s auspicious pen 
That rescued us so long !—howbeit of late 
I feel some dark misgivings of our fate. 

“ And this dull day my melancholy sleep 
Hath been so throng€‘d with images of woe, 

I'liat even now I cannot choose bur weep 
To think tliis was some sad prophetic show 
Of future liorror to befall us so,— 

Of mortal wreck and uttermost distress,— 

Yea, our poor empire's fall and overrhiow,— 

For this was my long vision’s dieadful stress. 

And when I waked my trouble was not less, 

** Whenever to the clouds I tried to seek. 

Such leaden weight dragg’d these Icarian wings. 
My faithless wand was wavering and weak. 

And slimy toads had trespass'd in our rings— 
The birds refused to sing for me—all things 
Disown’d their old allegiance to our spells; 

The rude bees prick’d me with their rebel stings; 
And, when 1 pass’d, tlic valley-lily’s bells 
Rang out, methought, most melancholy knells. 
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*• And ever on the faint and flagging air 

A doleful spirit with a dreary note 

Cried in my fearful car, * Prepare I prepare ! * 

Which soon I knew came from a raven's tliroat. 

Perch’d on a cypress-bough not far remote,— 

A cursed bird, too crafty to be shot, 

’I'hat alway cometh with his soot-black coat 
To make hearts dreary:—for he is a blot 
Upon tile book of life, as well ye wot I— 

Wherefore some while I bribed him to be mute. 

With bitter acorns stufbng bis foul maw. 

Which barely I appeased, wdien some fresh bruit 

Stai tied me all aiieap 1—and soon I saw 

I'lie honidest shape that ever raised my awe,— 

A mon'itrous giant, very huge and tall. 

Such as in elder times, devoid of law, 

Witli v/icked might giieved the primeval ball. 

And Uiis was sure the deadliest of them all! 

" Gaunt was he as a wolf of Languedoc, 

With bloody jaws, and frost upon his crown ; 

So from his barren poll one hoary lock 
Over his wrinkled front fell far adown. 

Well nigh to where his frosty brows did frown 
Like jagged icicles at cottage eaves; 

And for his coronal he wore some brown 
And bristled ears gatlier’J from Ceivs’ sheaves^ 

Entwined with certain sere and russet leaves. 
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And lo ! upon a mast rear'd far aloft. 

He bore a very blight and crescent blade. 

The which he waved so dreadfully, and oft. 

In meditative spite, that, sore dismay'd, 

I crept into an acorn-cup for shade ; 

Meanwhile the hoi rid effigy went by ; 

I trow his look was dreadful, for it made 
Tiie tremhiing birds betake them to the sky. 

For every leaf was lifted by his sigh. 

“And ever, as he sigh’d, his foggy breath 
Blurr’d out the landscape like a flight of smoke: 
Thence knew I this was either drearj' Death 
Or Time who le.ids all creatures to his stroke. 

Ah wretched me I ”—Here, even as she spoke. 
The melancholy Shape came gliding in, 

And lean’d his hack against an antivpie oak. 
Folding his wings, that were so tine and thin. 
They scarce were seen against the Diyad’s skin. 

Then what a fear seized all the little rout I 
Look how a flock of panic’d sheep will stare—■ 
And huddle close—and start and—^wheel about. 
Watching the roaming mongrel here and there,— 
So did that sudden Apparition scare 
All close aheap those small affrighted things; 

Nor sought they now the safety of the air. 

As if some leaden spell withheld their wings; 

But who can fly that ancientest of Kings ? 
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Whom now the Queen> with a fotestalling tear 
And previous fcigh, beginneth to entreat. 

Bidding liim spare for love, her lieges dear; 

"Alas ! '* quotl^ she, "is there no nodding wheat 
Ripe for tliy crooked weapon, and more meet,— 

Or witlicr'd leaves to ravish from tlie tree,— 

Or crumbling battlements for thy defeat ? 

Think but what vaunting monuments there be 
Builded in sjnte and mockei'y of thee. 

" O fret away the fabric walls of Fame, 

And grind down marble Cxsars witli the dust: 
Make tomb^i inscriptionless—raze each high name. 
And waste old armours of renown with rust; 

Do all pf this, and thy revenge is just ; 

Make such decays the tropbiesof thy inime, 

And check Ambition's overv^'Cening lust, 

^'hat dares exterminating war witli 'I’ime,— 

But we are guiltless of tlut lofty crime. 

" Frail feeble spiites!—tlie children of a dream I 
Leased on the sufferance of fickle men. 

Like motes dependent on tlte sunny beam. 

Living but in the sun’s indulgent ken. 

And when tliat light witlidiaws, witlidrawing then 
So do we flutter in tlie glance of youth 
And fervid fancy,—and so perish when 
The eye of faith grows aged ;—in sad truth. 

Feeling tliy sway, O Time ! though not thy tooth I 
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"Where be tliose old dlvinilics forlorn. 

That dwelt in trees, or haunted in a stieam ( 
Alas! their memories are dimm’d and torn. 

Like tile remainder tatters of a dream: 

So will it fare with our poor thrones, 1 cicem 
For us the same dark tiench Oblivion delves. 
That holds the wastes of every human scheme. 

O Sparc us then,—and these our pretty elves,— 
We soon, alas! shall perish of ourselves! " 

Now as she ended, with a sigh, to name 
Those old Olympians, scatter’d by the whi’il 
Of Fortune’s giddy wheel and brought to shame, 
Methoiight a scornful and malignant curl 
ShowM on the lips of that malicious churi, 

To tliink what noble havocs he had made; 

So that I fear’d he all at once would hurl 
The harmless fairies into endless sluide,— 
Ilowbeit he stopp'd awhile to whet his made. 

Pity it was to hear the elfins’ wail 

Ris(j up in concert from their mingled dread ; 

Pity it was to bee tlicm, all so pale, 

Gaie on tlie grass as for a dying bed 
But Puck was seated on a spider’s thread, 

I’liat hung between two branches of a briar. 

And ’gan to swing and gambol, heels o’er head. 
Like any Southwark tumbler on a wire. 

For him nt? present grief could long inspire. 
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Meanwluli; the Queen with many piteous drops. 

Falling like tiny sparks full fast and free, j 

Bedews a pathway from her throne ;—and stops 
Before the foot of her arch enemy. 

And witJi her little arms enfolds his knee. 

That shows more grisly from tliat fail embrace; 

But she will ne’er depart. “ Alas! ” quotli she. 

My painful fingers 1 will here enlace 
Till I have gain’d your pity for our race. 

** What have we ever done to eain this grudge. 

And hate—fif nottoo humble for thy hating?)— 

Look o’er our labours and our lives, and judge 
If there be any ills of our creating; 

For wc are very kindly creatures, dating 
With nature's charities still sweet and bland :— 

O think this murder worthy of debating! ” 

Herewit.li she makes a signal with her hand. 

To beckon some one from die Fairy band. 

Anon I saw one of those elfin things, 

Clad all in white like any clwrister. 

Come fluttering fortli on his melodious wings. 

That made soft music at each little stir. 

But something louder than a bee’s demur 
Before he lights upon a bunch of broom. 

And thus ’gan he with Saturn to confer,— 

And O his voice was sweet, touch'd with the gloom 
Of that sad theme diat argued ol his doom' 
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Quoth he, “ ^^'‘e make all melodics our caie^ 

That no false discords may offend the Sun, 

Music’s great master—tuning everywhere 
All pastoral sounds and melodies, each one 
Duly to place and season, so that none 
May liaifchly interfere. We louse at morn 
’rho shrill sweet lai'k; and when the day is don«^ 
Hush silent pauses for tire bird forlorn, 

That singoth with her breast against a thorn. 

*' Wc gather in loud choirs the twittciing race. 
That make a chorus with their single note ; 

And tend on ncw-fletlged birds in every place, 
Tliat duly they may get their tunes by rote; 

And oft, like echoes, answering remote. 

We hide in thickets from tlie feather’d throng, 

And strain in rivalship eacli throljoing throat. 
Singing in shiill responses all day long. 

Whilst the glad truant li^t *ns to our song, 

‘♦Wherefore, great King of Years, as thou dost 1 ot« 
The raining music from a morning cloud. 

When vanish’d larks are carolling above. 

To wake Apollo with theii pipings loud 
If ever thou hast heard in leafy shroud 
The sweet and plaintive Sappho of the dell. 

Show thy sweet mercy on this little crowd. 

And we will muffle up the sheepfold bell 
Whene’er tliou listenest to Philomel.” 
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Then Saturn thus:—Sweet is the merry lai k« 

That carols in man’s ear so clear and strong; 

And youth must love to listen in the dark 
T hat tuneful elegy or Tereiis’ wrong ; 

But 1 have heard that ancient strain too long. 

For sweet is sweet but when a little strange. 

And 1 grow weaiy foi some newer song; 

For wherefore had I wings, unless to range 
Through all things mutable, fioni change to change/ 

" But would't thou heal llu’ melodies of Time, 

Listen when sleep and drowsy daikness roll 
Over hush’d cirie*', and the midnight eliijne 
Sounds fiom their hundred clocks, and deep bells toll 
Like a last knell over tlie dead woild’s soul, 
tiaying, ‘'I'jme shall he final of all things'. 

Whose late, last voice must eleg;ise the wltole/— 

O then I cl.ij) alok my brave hroad wings. 

And make the wide air tiemble ■while it jings 1 ” 

Then next a fair Ev'e-Fay made meek address. 
Saying, “We he the handmaids of the Spiing ; 

In sign whereof, May, the quaint broideress, 

Hath wrouglit her samplers on our gauzy wing. 

We tend upon buds’ birth and blossoming, 

And count the leafy tii!)utes that they owe— 

As, so much to the eaith—.so rniu h to fling 
In showers to tlie brook—so much to go 
In whiilwinds to the clouds that made tliem grow. 
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*»Tlic p:if)toraI Cowslips are our little pets. 

And daisy stars, whose fiimament is green ; 

Pansies, and those veil’d nuns, meek violets. 

Sighing to that warm world from which tlney screen 
And golden daffodils, pluck'd for May’s Queen * 
Anti lonely harebells, quaking on the heath ; 

And Hyacinth, long since a fait youth seen, 

Whose tuneful voice, turn’d fragrance in his breath. 
Kiss'd by sad Zephyi, guilty of his death. 

“The w'idow’d primrose weeping to the moon 
Anti Saffron crocus in whose tlialicc i)right 
A cool libation hoaidetl foi the noon 
Is kept—and she tliat jnirifies tlie light, 

The virgin liU, faithful to her white. 

Whereon Eve wt'ju in Etien for her shame j 
And the most dainty lose. Aim ora’s sprig ht, 

Our every godchiltl, by ^vl^ate^el name— 

Sj^are us oiir lives, for we did iiiir.se the .same! ” 

Then that old Mower .stamp’d hi.s heel, and .struck 
His hurtful scythe against the harmless giound. 
Saying “ Yc ftiolish imps, when am I .stuck 
With gaudy buds, or like a wooer crown’d 
With flow'ry chaplets, save when they aie found 
Wither’d?—Whenivt'i have I pluck’d a rose. 

Except to scatter Its \ain leavo.s around? 

For so all gloss of beauty I oppose. 

And biing d^tay on tsery flow’r tliat blows. 
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*• Or when am I so wroth as when I view 
Tlie wanton pride of summer;—how she decks 
The birthday world with blossoms cver-new, 

As if Time had not lived, and heap’d great wrecks 
Of years on years ?—O then 1 bravely vex 
And catch the gay Months in their gaudy plight. 
And slay them with the wreaths about tlieir necks. 
Like foolish heifers in the holy rite. 

And raise great trojdncs to my ancient might.” 

Then saith another, “ We are kindly tilings. 

And like her offspring nestle with the do\e,— 
Witness these hearts embroider’d on our whig*', 

To show our constant patronage of love:— 

We sit at even, in sweet bow’rs above 
Lovers, and shako i ich odours on the air, 

To mingle with their sighs; and still remove 
The startling owl, and bid the bat forbear 
Their privacy, and haunt some otlicr where. 

•* And we are near the mother when she sits 
Beside her infant in its wicker bed ; 

And we are in the faiiy scene that flits 
Across its tender brain; sweet dreams we shed. 
And whilst the little merry soul is fled 
Away, to sport with onr young elves, the while 
We touch the dimpled cheek with roses red. 

And tickle the soft lips until they smile. 

So tliat their careful parents they beguile. 
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*• O then, if ever thou hast breathed a vow 
At Love’s deal' portal, or at pale moon-rise 
Crush’d the dear curl on a regardful brow. 

That did not frown thee from thy honey pri/,c— 
If ever thy sweet son sat on thy thighs. 

And wooed tliee from thy careful thoughts within 
To watch the harmless beauty of his eyes, 

Or glad thy fingers on his snmotli soft skin, 

For Love's dear sake, let us thy pity win 1 ” 

Then Saturn fiercely thus;—« What joy have I 
In tender babes, that have dev''>nr’d mine own, 
Whenever to the light T Jieai d them cry. 

Till foolish Riieu cheated me with stone? 
Whereon, till now, is my great hunger shown. 

In monstrous dint of my tnormoiv, tooth ; 

And—but the peopled world is too full grown 
For hunger’s edge—I wonld consume all youth 
At one great meal, without delay or ruth ! 

For I am well nigh crazed and wild to hear 
How boastful fathers taunt me witli their breed. 
Saying, 'We shall not die nor disappear, 

But, in these other selves, ourselves succeed 
Fv’n as ripe flowers pass into their seed 
Only to be renew'd from prime to prime,’ 

All of which boastings I am force to read. 

Be sides a thousand challenges to 'Time, 

Which blagging lovers have compiled in rhyme. 
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« Wherefore, when they are sweetly met o* nights, 
Tlicrc will I steal and witJi my hunied hand 
Startle them suddenly fiom their delights 
Befoie the next encounter had Ijeen plann’d. 
Ravishing hours in little minutes spann’J; 

But when they say farewell, and giieve apart. 
Then like a leaden statue 1 will stand, 

A'Teanwhile their many tears encrust my dart. 

And witli a ragged edge cut heart fiom heatt.” 

I'lien next a merry Woodsman clad in green, 

Stv^pt vanward from his mates, that idly stood 
F.'ich at his proper case*, as tliey had been 
Nursed in the liberty of old Shdj-vvood, 

And woic the livery of Robin Mood, 

Who wont ill forest shades to dine and sup,— 

So come this chief light frankly, and made good 
His haunch against his axe, and thus spoke up. 
Doffing his cap, which was an acorn’s cup :— 

We be small foresters and gay, who tend 
On trees, and all their furniture of green, 

1‘raining tlie young boughs airily to bend. 

And .show blue snatches of the sky between ;—■ 

Or knit more close intricacies to screen 
Birds’ crafty dwellings, as may hide them best. 

But most the timid blackbird's—.she that, seen. 
Will bear black poisonous berries to her nest. 

Lest man should cage the darlings of her breast. 
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We benvi eacli tree in proper attitude. 

And founting willows train in silvery falls j 
We frame all shady roofs and arches rude. 

And verdant aisles leading to Dryads’ halls. 

Or deep rcct^sees where the Echo calls ;— 

We shaj)e all plumy trees against the sky. 

And carve tall elms’ Coiinthian capitals,— 

When sometimes, as our tiny hatchets ply, 

Men say, the tapping woodjiecker is nigh. 

^^LSometimes we scoup the squirrel’' liollovv cell, 
And sometimes carve quaint letters on trees’ riitd, 
Tiitit haply some lone musing wight may spell 
Dainty Aminta,— (iertle Rosalind,—• 

Or chastest Laura,--sweetly call’d to mind 
In sylvian solitmles, ere he lies down: — 

And sometimes we emich-grey stuns with twii ed 
And vagi ant ivy,-—or rich moss, whose blown 
Burns into gold as tlie w.'»»m sun goes down. 

"And, lastly, for mirth’s sake and Christmas cheer. 

We bear the seedling benies, for increase. 

To graft tl)e Druid oaks, from year to year. 

Careful that misletoe may never cease ;— 

» * • 

Wherefore, if thou dost prize the shady peace 
Of sombre forests, or to see light break 
Thiough sylvan cloisters, and in spring release 
'I'liy S])lnt amongst leaves from careful ake. 

Spare us our lives for the Green Dryad’s sake.” 
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TI»en Saturn with a frown :—" Go forth, and fell 
Oak for your colRns, and tlicnceforth lay by 
Your axes for tlie rust, and bid farewell 
To all sweet birds, and the blue peeps of sky 
Through tangled branches, foi ye shall not ‘py 
The next gieen generation of the tiee; 

But hence with the dead leaves^ whene’er they ffy,— 
Which in the bleak air 1 ^\oulJ rather a'e. 

Than flights of the most tuneful birds that he 

*• For I didike all pjime, and verdant pets, 

Ivy except, that on the agoil wall 
I’lL-ys with its worm like loots, and daily frets 
I’he crumLded tower it seems to league withal, 
King-like, worn down hy its own coional:— 

Neither in forest haunts love 1 to won. 

Before the golden plumage ’gins to fall. 

And leaves the brown bleak limbs with few leaves on. 
Or bare—like Nature in her skeleton. 


For tlicn sit I amongst the crooked houghs. 
Wooing dull Memory with kindred siglis ; 

And there in rustling nuptials we espouse, 

Smit by the sadness in each other’s eyes;— 

But Hope must have green bow'ers and blue sKies, 
And must he courted with the gauds of -Spiing; 
Whilst Youtli leans god-like on her laji, and en'es, 
' What shall we always do, hut love and sing ? ’— 
And Time is reckon’d a discaided thing.” 


I 

__J 
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Here In my dieam it made me fret to see 
How Puck, the antic, all this dreary wliile 
Had blithely jested with calamity, 

With mis-timed mirth mocking the doleful style 
Of his sad comrades, till it raised my bile 
I't) see him so reflect their grief aside, 

I’lirning their solemn looks to half a smile— 

Like a straiglit stick shown crooked in the tide j— 
But soon a novel advocate I spied. 

Quoth he—We teach all natures to fulfil 
'rheir fore-appointed ciafts, and instincts niiHJt,— 
Tl'he bee’s sweet alchemy,—tlie 5])itler’s skill,— 
The pismire’s caie to garner up Ins wheat,— 

And rustic mii^oiiry to swallows fleet,--- 
The lapwing\ cunning to preserve liei nest,— 

But most, tliat lesser pelican, the sweet 
And shi illy ruddock, with its bleeding bieast. 

Its tender pity of poor bab-es ilistrest. 

Sometimes vre cast our shapes, and in sleek skins 
Delve with tlie timid mole, that aptly delves 
From out example ; so the spider sjdns, 

And eke the silk-worm, pattern’d I)y ourselves: 
Sometimes we travail on the summer slielves 
Of early bees, and busy toils commence. 

Watch’d of wise men, tliat know not we arc elves. 
But gaze and manx‘1 at our strctcli of sense. 

And praise our human-like intelligence. 
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** Wherefore, by thy delight in that old talev 
And piamtive dirge'? the late robins sing, 

What time the leaves aie scattered by the gale. 
Mindful of that old forest burying;— 

As tliou dost love to watch eacli tiny thing. 

For whom our craft most cmiously contrives. 

If thou hast caught a bee upon the wing. 

To take his hoiuy-bag,—spare us oui lives, 

And we will pay the lansom in full hives/' 

** Now by my glass,” quoth Time, " ye do ofTciid 
In teaching flie brown bees that careful lore. 

And frugal ants, whoftC millions would have end. 
But they lay np for ni^d a timely store. 

And travail with the seasons evermore; 

Whereas CJieat Mammoth long hath pass’d away. 
And none hut 1 can tell what hide he wore; 
Whilst purblind men, the creatures of a day. 

In riddling wonder his great bones survey.” 

Then came an elf, right beauteous to behold. 
Whose coat tvas like a brooklet that the sun 
Hatlr all embroider’d with its clocked gold. 

It was so quaintly wrought and overrun 
Witli spangled traceries,—most meet for one 
That was a warden of the pearly streams ;— 

And as he stept out of the shadows dun. 

His jewels sparkled in die pale moon’s glearps. 
And shot into the air their pointed beams. 
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Qnoth he,—‘'We hoar the atul silver keys 
Of Inihbling- spiii'^^s and fountains, that below, 

Cour'-e tluo’ the veiny earth,—^wliich when they Ireeze 
Into hard cry‘.olites, \\ e bid to flow, 

Creejjin^f like subtle snakes, when, as they go. 

We guide ihiij windings to melodious falls. 

At whos(‘ soft murmurings, so sweet and low. 

Poets liave timcil their sinoothtst madrigals, 

'Jo sing to ladies in their ban{]uet-halk'>. 

'• And when the hot siin with his steadfast heat 
Parches the river god,—w'hfise du'-ry urn 
Dni)s miseiably, till soon his cry^lal feet 
Against his pebbly fUior wax Jaint aiul burn. 

And languiiihed fisli, unpoised, grow sick and yearn,--. 
'PhtMi .sci*op we hollow's iu some sandy noul'. 

And little clKiMt)eIs dig, whciehi wv turn 
'I'he ihiead-worn rivulet, that all forsook. 

The Naiad-lily, pining for liei brook. 

"Wherefore, by thy delight in cooi green meads, 

With living sapphires daintily inlaid,— 

In all soft songs of waters and their reecK,— 

And all leilections in a streamlet made, 

Haply of thy owm love, that, disarray’d. 

Kills the fair lily with a livelier white,— 

By silver trouts up<!pringing from gieen .shade. 

And winking stars reduplicate at night. 

Spare us, itoor ministers to sucli delight.” 
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Ilowbeit his pleading and his gentle looks 

Moved not tlie spiteful Shade:—Quoth he, “ Your taste 2 

Shoots wide of mine, for I despise the limoks 

And slavish rivulets that run to wa^te 

In noontide sweats, or, like poor vassals, haste 

To swell the vast dominion of the sea, 

In whose great presence 1 am held disgraced, 

And neighhour’d with a kijig that rivals nit 
Ill ancient might and hoary majesty. 

"Whereas I ruled in Chaos, and still keep 
The awful seciets of that ancient deaith. 

Before tJie biiny fountains of the Jeep 
Biimm’d up the liollow cavities of oailh;— 

I saw each trickling Sea-Clod at Ins hirth. 

Each peaily Naiad with her oozy locks, 

And infant 'J itans of enormous girth. 

Whose huge young feet yet stumbled on tbe rocks. 
Stunning the early world with frequent shocks. 

" Where now is Titan, with his cumbrous brood. 

That scared the world?—By this sharp scythe tlu'y fell 
And half the sky was cuidled with their blood : 

So have all primal giants sigli’d farewell. 

No wardens now by sedgy fountains dwell. 

Nor pearly Naiads. All their days are done 
That strove with Tl'imc, untimely, to excel; 

Wherefore I razed their progenies, and none 
But my great shadow intercepts the sun! ” 
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Then said the LinncI Fay—Oh, mighty Time*. 
Well hast thou wrought the cruel Titans’ fall, 

For they were stain'd with many a l)I<»ody ciime : 
Great giants work gieat wrongs,—but we are small. 
F(^r lt)ve goes lowly ;—hut Oppiesslon’s tall. 

And with surj3as«iing strides goes foremost still 
WiiLMc love indeed can hardly reach at all; 

Like a jroor dwaif o’erbuithen’d with g<wd will, 
T'hat labours to efface tlie tracks of ill.— 

“ Man even strives witli Man, hnt we eschew 
The gnilty feud, and all fierce .strifes ul.hoi ; 

Nay, we are gentle a.- the .sweet heaven's dew 
Beside the led and hoiid drops of wai. 

Weeping the cruel hates men battle for. 

Which worldly bosoms nouiish in onr .spite; 

For in the gentle breast we ne’ei withdraw. 

But only when all love hath taken flight. 

And youth’s warm gracious heart is harden’d (juite. 

“ So are our gentle natures in*^crtwdned 
sweet humanities, and closely knit 
In kindly sympathy vvitli human kind. 

Witnes.s how we befiientl, with elfin wit, 

All hopeless maids and lovei s,—nor omit 
Magical succours unto hearts foilorn:— 

Wc charm man’s life, and do not perish it;— 

So judge us by the helps we showed thi.s morn, 

I'o one who held his wretched days in scorn. 
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'Twas nigh Fweet Amwcll;—for the Queen hud task’d 
Our skill 10-41:1/ amidst the silver Lea, 

Whereon the nocnUiJe sun had not yet haskM j 
Wherefore some patient man we thought to see. 

Planted in moss-grown rushes to the knee. 

Beside the cloudy margin cold and dim ;— 

Howbeit no patient fisherman was lie 
That cast his sudden ^hadc)w from the brim, 

Making us leave our toils to ga/.e on him. 

face was ashy jiale, and leaden care 
Mad "link tlie levell’d arches of his hiow, 

Once bridges, for his joyous thoughts to fare 
Over those melancholy springs and slow. 

That from his piteous eyes began to fiow, 

And fell anon into tlie chilly stream ; 

Which, as his mimicK’d image showed below, 

Wiiiikled his fate with many a needless seam. 

Making grief sadder in its ow 1 esteem. 

” And lo! upon the air we saw him stretch 
His passionate arms' and. in a wayward strain, 

He ’gan to elegise that fellow wretch 
That with mute gestures answet'd him again. 

Saying, * Poor slave, how long wilt thou remain 
Lif(*’ssad weak captive in a piison strong. 

Hoping with tears to rust away tliy chain, 

In hitter servitude to woiidly wr<»ng.'*— 

I'hou wrar’st that mortal lively too long I ' 
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‘''This, with more spLonful specclies and some tcan^ 
When he hnd spent upon the imaged wave. 

Speedily I convened my elfin peers 
Under tlie lily-cni).s, that we miglit save 
'This woeful mortal fiom a wilful grave 
By shrewd diversions of his mind’s rcgiet. 

Seeing he was mere melancholy’s slave, 

'J'hat sank wherever a d:uk cloud he met. 

And straight was tangled in her seciet net. 

“Tlierefore, as still he watch’d the waters flow, 
Daintily we transform’d, and with briglit fins 
C’amc glancing thiough the gloom ; some fiom below 
Rose like dim fancies when a dieam begins. 

Snatching tin* light iiprMi their piny)Ie skins ; 

Then under the broad leaves made slow retire: 

One like a golden g.alley bravely wins 

Its ladianc coiiise,—zinothcr glows like fire,— 

Making that wixyward niau oui pranks admiie. 

“ And so he banish’d thought, and quite forgot 
All con tempi.} tion of that wretched face; 

And .so we wiled him from that lonely spot 
Along the river’.s brink ; till, by heaven’s grace. 

He met a gentle haunter of the place. 

Full of sweet wisdom gathci’d from the brooks. 

Who there discuss’d his melancholy case 

With wholesome texts learn’d from kind nature’s book 

Meanwhile he newly tiimm’d his lines and hooks.” 
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Herewith the Fairy ceased. Quoth Ariel now- 
Let me remember how I saved a man. 

Whose fatal not^se was fastened on a bough. 
Intended to abridge his sad life’s span; 

For liai)ly I was by when he began 
His stern soliloquy in life’s dispraise. 

And overheard his melancholy plan, 

How he had made a v<hv to ind his days. 

And therefore follow'd him in all his ways, 

“Thiongh brake and tangled copse, for much he 
All populous liaimts, and roam'd in forest lude, 
'I'o hide hirnsell from man. But I had clothed 
My delicate limbs with plumes, and still pursues 
Where only foxes and wild cats intrude, 

Till we w’ete come be'^ide an ancient tree 
Late blasted by a storm. Here he renew’d 
His loud com])l.unt’,—choosing that sjjot to be 
The scene of his last horrid tragedy. 

“ It was a wild and melancholy glen. 

Made gloomy by tali firs and cypress dark. 
Whose roots, like any lioncs of buried men. 
Push’d through the rotten sod lor fear’s leniark ; 
A hundred horrid stems, jagged and staik. 
Wrestled with ciooked arms in hideous fiay, 
Be.sides sleek a.she.s with theii dappled bark. 

Like crafty serpents climbing for a pn'y. 

With many blaiteJ oaks moss-grown and gtey. 
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'* But here upon his final desperate clause 
Suddenly I pronounced so sweet a strain. 

Like a pang'd nightingale, it made him pause. 
Till half the frenzy of his grief was slain. 

The sad remainder oozing from his brain 
In timely ecstasies of healing tears. 

Which through his ardent eyes Ix-gan to drain ;— 
Meanwhile the deadly Fates unclosed tlieir slieara 
So pity me and all my fated peers! ’* 

Thus Ariel ended, and was some time ImsliM; 
When with the hoary shape a fiesh tongue j)leat!s 
And red as rose the gentle Fairy blush'd 
'I'o read the recouK of h<^‘r own good deeds ;— 

“It chanced,” quoth she, '‘in seeking tl)roug)i the 
For honied cowslips, sweetest in the m' rn. 
Whilst yet the hnds were hung witli dewy ]>eads, 
And Echo answer’d to die liuntimae/h ho»n, 

We found a babe left in the swartlis forlorn. 

*' A little, sorrowful, deserted thing, 

Begot of love, and yet no lave begetting ; 

Guiltless of shame, and yet for shame to wring; 
And too soon banish'd Irorn a mother’s petting. 
To churlish nurture and the wide w^orld's fretting 
For alien pity and unnatural care;— 

Alas! to see how the cold dew k(‘])t wetting 
liis chilJi'.h coats, and dabbled all his hair. 

Like gossamers across his foreliead fair. 
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** Ills pretty pouting mouth, witless of speech. 

Lay lialf-way open like a rose-!?pp\l ihell; 

And his young cheek was softer than a peach. 
Whereon his tears, for loundness, could Jiot dwell, 
But quickly roil’d tlieinsclves to peaiK, and fell. 
Some tui the grass, and some against his hand. 

Or haply wander’d to the dimpled well, 

Wiiich love hetidc his mouth li.'d sweet!)' planu'd, 
Yet not for tears, hut mirtli and smilings blauJ. 

Pity it was to see thc<^e fivcjuent t i.ns 
Falling regardles;- from his fiiendltss eye-}-, 

'rheix' vv'vS such beauty in those twin I/Iue spheios. 
As any mothirt’s heart might lca]t to prize; 

Blue wcie they, like the zenith of the skies 
Soften’d betwixt two cloud’', both ckar :n..I n)ihl;— 
Just tonclj’d witli thought, and ypt not over wi'^e, 
'i’hey showM tlie gentle spiiit of a dilij, 

Not yet by care or any ciaft defiled. 

“ Pity it wa'^ to see the aident sun 

Scorching his helpless limbs—it shone so warm ; 

For kindly shade or shelter he had none. 

Nor mother’s gentle breast, come lair or storm. 
Meanwhile I bade my i)ityiiig mates transform 
Like grasshoppers, arid tljen, vvitli >-111111}' cries. 

All round the infant iioiAly vre svrarm. 

Haply some passing ru>stic to advise— 

Whilst providential Heaven our caic espies, 

o 
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*• And sends full soon a tL-nder-bearted hind. 
Who, wond'iin^; at our loud unusual note. 

Strays curiously aside, and so doth find 
The orphan child laid In the f^^rass remote, 

And laps the foundlin.i:>; in his russet coat. 

Who thence was nnituioU in his kindly cot:— 
But how he prosper’d let proud London quote, 
IIo\v wise, how rich, and how reiiown'd he got. 
And chief of all her citizens, I wot. 

“ Witness his goodly vessds on the Thames, 
Whose holds were fisuight with co'-tly mercl'anJI 
Jew^(ds from Ind, and pe.i«ls iioin nnutly dame?. 
And gorgeous silk'* that Samarcand .supplies: 
Witness that Royil Bourse he had«* ati.se, 

The mart of meiehants from the East .nal West j 
Whose slender summit, j)ointing to t'ne skies, 

Still bc.irs, in token of his gratc^^ul Inea.st, 

'i’he tender grasshopper, hvs chosen ciest— 

'‘The tender grasshoppt'r, hi.s chosen cre.st, 

'I’h.it all the summ(o-, with :i tuneful witig. 
Makes merry chirpings in its grassy nest. 
Inspirited with dew to leap atid sing:— 

So let us also live, eternal King! 

Pai'takt rs of the gteen and pleasant eiirtli:— 
i*ity it is to slay the meanest thing, 

‘i'hat, like a mole, shines in the smile of mirth: 
Enough thege is of j<.>y\ decnasi' and cleat th 
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"Enough of pleasure, and delight, and !)eaiity. 
Perish’d and gone, and liasting t,o decay ;—■ 

Enough to saddcJi t\cn thee, wliose duty 
Or spite it is to Ii.avoc and 10 slay; 

Too many a lovely race ra-scd quite .ivvay. 

Hath li'l't large gaps in life and human loving :— 

Here then begin thy cniel war to stay, 

And spare fiesh sighs, aiid t( ar-., and gioan-, ripioving 
Thy desolating hand for out nnuning.” 

Now here I heard a sin ill ami '.ud.iKn eiy. 

And, looking u[», 1 saw the antic Puck 
Giajijdmg with Tin)e, who clutch’d liisn like a dy, 
Victim of his own spoit,- -the jestt'r’s huk ! 

Me, M'hilst his iellnwi giieved, ])oor wiglit, Itad stud; 
Mis Ireakisl) gamh upon the Anciv ni’s hmw. 

And now his ea,-, and lunv his 1 eaid, wtniid phick ; 
When as the aiigiy cluul luul siiatih’d him now, 
Crying "Thou impi.di mi-vchief, who ait thou ? 

"Alas! ’’ quoth Puck, "a little landom elf. 

Born in the sport of natuie, like a weed. 

For simple sweet enjo 3 mient of myself. 

But for no other purpose, worth, r'r need ; 

And yet withal of a most happy hrced ; 

And tlicre is Robin Goodlsllow ht aLles, 

JVly partner dear in many a piankid) dei J 
To make dame Laughter hold hei j 'lly sides. 

Like merry mummera twain on lioiy tides. 
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“ 'Tis we that bob tl)c angler’s idle cork. 

Till e’en the patient man breathes half a curse; 
We steal tlie morsel fiom the gos^/ip’vS folk. 

And cuiclling looks with secret smiws di-^perae, 

Or ‘top the sneezing chanter at mid verse; 

And when an inftint’s beauty prospeis ill, 

We change, some motheis ‘■ay, the child at nurse: 
Tut any graver purpose to fulfil, 

Wu have not wit enough and scarce tlie will. 

“ We never let the canker mclauLlioly 
']’o gatlier on our fa'^es like a rust. 

But gloss our features with some change of Wly, 
''j'akiiig life’s fafih'd miseiics on tiust. 

But only sortcn\ing wlicn s^’n iow must: 

We ruminate no s'agc’s solemn cud, 

But own ourselves u ['<i'neh of lively dint 
'd’o frisk upon a wind,— whereas .he flo(»d 
or tears would turn us into heavy mi?fl. 

“ Beshn-w tliose sad interpreters of nature. 

Who gloze her hvely univeisal law. 

As if she lud not ibrnriM our cheerful feature 
To he so citkled witli the slightest straw ! 

So li't them vex tlieir mumping months, and draw 
Tlie corncIS downward, like a wat’ry moon. 

And deal in gusty .‘•ighs and rainy flaw— 

We will n )t woo foul weathei all too soon, 

(Jr nur e NiJvemiHT on tlie lap of Juic, 


MIDSUMMER FAIRIES. 


197 

“ For ours are winjung spiltes^ like p.iSv bird, 

That shun all stagnant settlements of grid; 

And even in onr n'st our are stln’d. 

Like insects .lettle/! on a (lancing leaf:— 

'J’his is our small j'/hi!o-*ophy in brief, 

tlnis to teaLli barb set me nil agape; 

But dost thou ixlisb it? O Inuiy rbid ! 

Unclasp tby crooked bngers from my nape. 

Ami I will show tbec many :i pleasant scrape/* 

'J'Ih'u .S.iliirn thus.— sliaking bis nooked lil.ide 
U’erbead. wliicli made aloft a liglitning flash 
Jn ail the laiiies’t yc', dimially liav’d i 
TTi". ensuing \')ice came like the tlmnder cia'h—> 
Mraijvvbile tlie bolt shatteis smne jiino or ash— 

'‘ J'hon feeble, waiit<)n, iooii^b, fickle thing! 

W hfsm nonglit tan fiigblin, sridileti, 01 abash,— 

'J’o hope my solemn coiniUnance to wring 
To idiot smiles'—but 1 will prune tby wing! 

*'Lo ! this most awful handle of my scythe 
Stood once a Arlay -pole, with a flowery crown. 

Which nistics d.ijiced around, and maidens blithe, 

To wanton pipings-but I pluck’d it down, 

And robed tlie May Queen in a chuicbyaid gown. 
Turning her buds to losemary and rue; 

And all their rnerr}' minstrelsy did diown. 

And laid each lusty leaper in the dew ;— 

So tliou shalt fare—aiikl every jovial crew ! ** 
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Here; he lets go the stniggling imp, to clutch 
His mortal englnL- with each giisly haiuh 
Which frights iht elfin progeny so much, 

They huihlle in a heap, and tu-nihling stand 
All lound Titania, like the c]ueen bee’s hand. 
With sig.hs and tears and very sln'Ieks of woo^— 
Meanwhile, some moving argument I i)lanM‘d, 
To make the stern Shade merciful,—when lo! 
lie drops his fatal scythe witiiout a hlowl 

For just at need, a timely ..\ppaiitlon 
Steps in between, to hear tlie awful luunt; 
Making him change his horrilde 
To mar\^el at this comer, biave .ind ijlunt. 

That dares Time’s Ii resistilile affront, 

'Whose strokes have scan’d even the gods of old 
Whereas this seem’d a morl.\i, at me:e iaint 
For coneys, lighted by t)ie moonshine cold, 

Or stalker of .stray deer, steakby and bold. 

Who, turning to the small assembled fays. 

Doffs to tbe lily (jneen his courteous cap, 

» 

And holds her iH'Uuty for a while in gaze. 

With bright eyes kindling at this pleasant hap 5 
And thence upon the fair moon’s .silver map. 

As if in question of this magic chance, 

Laid like a dream upon tlte green eartli’s lap; 
And tlien upon old Saturn turns askance, 
Exclaiming, with a glad and kindly glance:— 
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“ Oh, tliese be Fancy’s revellers by night! 

Stealthy companions of the downy rnotJi— 

Diana’s motes, that flit in her pale lig.ht, 

Shuiinois of sunbeams in diurnal sloth; 

These be the feaster' on night’s silver cloth ;— 

Tlie gnat with sshrilly trump is their convc?ior. 

Forth from their flowery chanihcrs, nothing loth, 
With lulling tunes to charm tht air serener. 

Or dance upon the grass to make it greener. 

“ These be tlie pietty genii of the flow’rs, 

Daintily fed witli Jioney anil pure dew— 
MMsummei’s phantoms in her dreaming hours. 

King Oberon, and all his merry crew. 

The dailing puppets ol Romance’s view; 

Fairies, and sprites, and gohlin elves \v»e call them. 
Famous lor patronage of lovers true;— 

No harm tliey act. neltlier shall harm befall tlicm. 

So do not thus witli crabbed frowns appal them,” 

O what a ciy was Saturn’s then !—it made 

The fairies quake. “ What care I for their pranks. 

However they may lovers choose to aid. 

Or dance tlieir roundelays on flow’iy banks — 

Long must they dance before they earn my thanks,— 
So step aside, to some far safer spot, 

Whilst with my bungiy scythe 1 mow their ranks. 
And lt‘avc them in the sun, like wecils, to rot. 

And with the next day’s sun to be foigot.” 
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j Anon, he rahefl afresh hJs weapon keen ; 

But still the gracious Shade disarm'd his aim. 

Stepping with brave alacnty between. 

And made his sere arm powerles-, and tame. 

His be peipetnal glory for the shame 
i Of hoary Saturn in that grand defeat!— 

1 But I inu-.t toll how here Titania came 

I j 

With all her kneeling lieges, to entreat 

ir.‘. kindly succour, in sad tones, hut sweet. | 

I i 

! , ! 

j iS.<ying, 'Fhou seest a wretched tjuuen heluJe thee. 

The fading power of a failing land, 

‘ Who f<>r a kingdom knceleth to imj'lore thee, i 

I Now menaced liy thi, tynint's spoiling hand ; 
j No one but tlu'e can hopefully witletand 
J That crooked blade, he Jongeth so to lift. 

! I pray tliee blijid film \vith his own mIc sand, 
j Which only times all mins by its drilt, 
j Or prune his eagle wings that arc so swift. 

1 

" Or take him by tliat sole and griv-i'led tuft, 

! '^i'liat hangs upon liis hald and barren crown ; 

; And we will sing to sec him so robufTd, 

f 

' And lend our little mights to pull him down, 

, And make hra\c sport of Ins malicious frown, 

I For all his boastful mockery o’er men. 
j For thou wast horn I know for this renown, 

I 

1 By my most magical an<l inward ken, 

I That leadjtli ev’n at Fate'& forestalling pen. 
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** Nay, by the goJclen lustre of thine eye. 

And by thy brow’s mo 4 fair and ample span, 
Thouglit’s glorious palace, framed for fancies high. 
And by thy cheek thus passionately wan, 

I know the signs of an immortal man,—- 
Nature’s chief darling, and ilhisti ions mate. 

Destined to foil old Death’s ohli\ions plan. 

And sliine iintarnish'd by tlie fogs of Fate, 

Time’s famous rival till the final date! 

“ O shiehl us then from this usurping Time, 

And wo will visit thee in rnoonliglit dreams ; 

^\nd teach thee runc^, ti) wcti unto tliy rhyme. 

And dance about tbot' in all midnigb.t gleams, 

Chving thee glimpse'- of our magic schemes, 

Sucb as no moital’! eve bath ever seen : 

*■ / 

And, for ilty love to us hi our extremes. 

Will ever keep thy cliaph't fresh and green, 

Sucli as no poet’s wreath hatli ever been ! 

** And we’Jl distil the aromatic dews. 

To charm thy sense, when there shall be no flow’rs ; 
And flavour'd syrups in thy drinks infuse, 

And teach the nightingale to haunt thy bow'rs, 

And witli our games divert thy weariest hours, 

With all that elfin wits can e’er devise. 

And, this churl dead, there’ll he no h.isting houra 
To rob thee of thy joys, as now joy flies ; ”— 

Here she was stopp’d by Saturn’s furious cries. 
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Whom, therefore, rlie kind Shade rebukes anew. 
Saying, '‘Thou haggard Sin, go forth, and scoop 
Thy hollow cofTiri in some churchyard yew. 

Or make th* autumnal flow’rs turn ptile, and droop 
Or fell the bearded corn, till gleaners stoop 
Under fat sheaves,—or blast the piny grove;— 
lint here thou shalt not harm this j>retty group. 
Whose lives are not so frail and feebly wove. 

But leased on Nature's loveliness and love. 

" ’Tis these that free the small entangled fly, 
Cauglit in the venom'd spider’s crafty snare;— 
’I'hesc be tlie petty surgeons that apply 
I'he healing bal.ams to the wounded haie. 

Bedded in bloody fern, no cicature’s care! — 

These be provider/, for the orphan brood. 

Whose tender mothei hath been slam in air. 
Quitting witli g.iping bill her darlings’ food. 

Hard by die verge of her domestic wood. 

** *Tis these befriend the timid trembling stag. 
When, with a bursting heart beset with fears. 

He feels his saving speed begin to flag; 

For then tliey quench the fatal taint wdth tears. 
And prompt fresh shifts in his alarum’d ears. 

So piteously they view all bloody morts; 

Or if the gunner, with his arm, appears. 

Like noisy pyes and jays, with harsh reports, 

I'hey warn die wild fowl of his deadly sports. 
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•* For these are kindly ministtrs of nature. 

To soothe all cot-ert huits and dumb distress ; 
Pretty they be, and very small of stature,— 

For mercy still cou-oits with littleness;— 
Wherefore the sum of good is still the less. 

And mischief grossest in this world of wrong ;— 
So do these charitable dwaifs redress 
I'he tenfold ravages of giants strong. 

To whom great malice and great might belong. 

Likewise to them are P(iC‘ts much beholden 
For secret favouis in the midnight glooms; 

Crave Spenser quaff’d out of their goblets golden, 
Ant] saw their tables spiead of prompt mxishrooin 
And heard tlieir horns of honeysuckle blooms 
Sounding upon the air nxost soothing soft. 

Like humming bees busy about the brooms,— 
And glanced this fair queen's witchery full oft. 
And in her magic wain soar'd far aloft. 

Nay I myself, though mortal, once wras nursed 
By fairy gossips, friendly at my birth. 

And in my childi-.h ear glib Mab rehearsed 
Her breezy travels round our planet’s girth. 
Telling me wonders of the moon and earth ; 

My gramaiye at her grave lay I conn’d. 

Where Puck hath been convened to make me mir 
I have had from Queen 'rifania tokens fon<l. 

And toy’d with Oberon’s permitted wand. 
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“With anti ami Per.siaii dates tiiey fed me, 

And d<‘llc\'te cates after my sunset meal, 

And took me by my childish hand, and led me 
By cragji^y rocks crested with keejjs oi steel, 

Whoie awful bases deep dark woods conceal. 

Staining some (lead lake with their verdant dyes: 

And when the West spaiklcd at Phoebus’ wdicel. 

With faiiy euphrasy they purged mine eyes, 

To let me see tlicir cities in the skies, 

’Twas they first school’d my young imagination 
To take its flights like any new-fi('(lged biid. 

And show’d the span oi winged meditation 
Stretch’d wider than tilings groosJy seen or hvvid. 

Vv^th sweet swift Aiiel liow I soar’d and stiri’d 
The fragiant hlooms of spiiitual liow'ns! 

'Twas they endear’d what 1 have still p»eferr’d, 

Nature’s blest attributes and balmy pow’rs 

Her hills and vales and brooks, sweet birds and flow’rs! 

'W'herefore with all true royalty and duty 
Will 1 regard them in my honouring rhyme, 

With love for love, and homages to beauty. 

And magic thoughts gaihei’J in night’s cool clime, 

With studious verse trancing the dragon 7'ime, 

Strong as old Merlin’s necnunanric spells; 

So tliese dear monarch s of tlie summer’s prime 
Shall livi.; unstartled by his dreadful yells. 

Till shrill larks warn them to their flower}' cells.” 
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Look how a poison’d man turns livid black, 
Draggl’d witli a cup of deadly hellebore. 

That seta his horrid features all at rack, 

So seem’d these words into the eiir to pour 
Of ghastly Saturn, answering with a roar 
Of mortal p.iin and spite and utmost lage. 
Wherewith his grisly aim he laiscd once more, 
And bade the cluster’d sinews all engage. 

As if at one fell stroke to wreck an age. 

Whereas tlie blade flash’d on tlie dinted ground, 
Down through Iiis steadfast foe, yet made no scar 
On that immoital Shade, or death-like wound ; 
But ’rime was long benumb’d, and stood a-jar. 
And then with baffled rage took flight afar, 

'I’o weep his lunt in some Cimmeiiaii gloom, 

Or meaner fames (like mine) to mock and mar, 
Or sharp his scythe for royal strokes of doom. 
Whetting its edge on some old Caesar’s tomb. 

Howbeit he vanish’d in the forest shade. 

Distantly heard as if some grumbling pard. 

And, like Nymph Echo, to a sound decay’d ;— 
Meanwhile the fays cluster’d the gracious Bard, 
The darling centre of tlieir dcai regard: 

Besides of sundry dances on the green, 

Never was mortal man so brightly starr’d, 

Or won such pretty homages, 1 ween. 

''Nod to him. Elves ! ” cues tlie melodious queen. 


THE PLEA OF THE 
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«Nod to him, Elvc-^, and flutter round about liim. 
And quite enclose him with your pretty crowd. 
And touch him Io\in|^ly, for tliat, without him, 
7’lie iilk-worrn now liad ppun our dreary &hioud ; — 
I3ut he hath all dispersed Deatli’s tearful cloud, 

And I'ime’s dread effij^y scared cjuite aw^ay : 

IJtnv to him then, as thf>uj.;h to me ye bow’d, 

And hib dear wishes prospei and obey 
Wherever love and wil can find a way ! 

’Noint him with fairy dew of ma^ic savouis. 
Shaken from orient buds still pearly wat, 

Roses and spicy pinks,— and, of all bivoiiis. 

Plant in his walks the put pic violet. 

And mcadow-sw^cct under th.c cdge-i set. 

To mingle brcatlis with dainty eglantine 
And honeysuckles sw'cet,— noi yet loigct 
Some ])iistorul flowery chaplets tc'« ntwim*, 

'Jo vie the thoughts about his brow benign ! 

“Let no wild things astonisli liim or feai liim. 

But tell them all how mild he is of heart, 

'J'ill e’en the timid hates go frankly near him. 

And eke the tlappled does, yet never staiL; 

Nor shall their lawns into the thi('kt'ts dart. 

Nor Wiens forsake their among the leaves. 
Nor speckled thrudu's flutter far apait ;— 

But bid the sacred swallow haunt his eaves, 

To guard his roof fioni lightning and from iliieves. 
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*• Or when lie gocs> the nimble squirrel’s visitor. 

Let the brown hermit biing his ]ioarde<l nuts. 

For, tell him, this is Nature’s kind Inquisitor,—■ 
Though man keeps cautious doors that conscience shuts. 
For conscious wrong all cuuous quest rebuts,— 

Nor yet sliall bees uncase their jealous stings, 

However he may watch their straw-built huts ;— 

So let him learn the crafts ol all small things. 

Which he will hint most aptly when ho sings.” 

Here she leaves ollj and with a graceful hand 
Waves thrice three splenjlid circles round his head ; 

W hich, though deserted by the radiant wand. 

Wears still the glory whicli her waving .shed, 

Siith as erst crown’il the old Apostle’s liead, 

To show the thoughts, thcie harhoin’d, were divine. 

And on immort-d contemplations fed 
Goodly it was to see that glory .shine 
Around a brow so lofty and benign !— 

Goodly it was to .see the elfin brood 
Contend for kisses of his gentle hand. 

That had their moiul enemy withstood, 

And stay’d their livc.s, fast ehfnng with the .sand, 

!-a)ng while this strife engaged the pretty band; 

But now bold Chanticleer, from farm to farm. 

Challenged the dawn creeping o’er eastern land. 

And well tlie fairie.s knew that shrill alarm. 

Which sound.s the knell of every selfish charm. 
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TO A SLEIiriNG CHILD. 


And soon the ro'Ihijj mist, tliat ’gan arise 
From plasliy imud and undiscover’d stitam. 
Earth’s mornin^^ incen-.e to the early skies. 
Crept o’er the lading lanilscape of my dream. 
Sotni faded then the Phantom of my theme — 
A shajieless shade, that fancy di'ia vow’d, 

And shrank to notliing in the mist extreme. 
Then flew I’itania,—and her little crowd. 
Like flocking linnets, vanish’d in a crowd. 

— —♦- 

TO A SLEEPING CHILD. 


I. 

Oil, ’tis a touching tiling, to make one weep,— 
A tender infant with its ciiitain’d eye, 

Breathing as it would neither Jive nor die 
With that unchanging countenance of sleep 1 
As if its silent dream, seiene and deep, 

Had lined its slumber with a still blue sky 
So that the passive cheeks unconscious lie 
With no more life than roses—just to keep 
The blushes warm, and the mild, odorous breath. 
O blossom boy! so calm i& thy repose. 

So sweet a compromi:>c of life and death, 

’Tis pity those fair buds should e'er unclose 
Ft>r memory to stain their inward leaf. 

Tinging thy dreams witli unacquainted giieL 
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TO A SLEEPING CHILD. 


II. 

Tiiine eyelids ilept so beauteoiisly, I deem’d 
No eyes could wake so beautiful as they : 

Thy rosy cheeks in such still shimhors lay, 

1 love their peacefulness, nor ever dream’d 
Of dimples:—for those parted lips bo seem’d, 

I never thought a smile could sweetlier play. 

Nor that so graceful life could chase away 

7’hy graceful death,—till iliose blue eyes upbeam’d. 

Now slumber lies in dimpled eddies drown’d. 

And roses bloom more rosily for joy, ! 

And odorous silence ripens into sound. 

And fingers move to sound.—^All-beauteous boyf 
How thou dont waken into smiles, and prove. 

If not more lovely, thou art more like Love! 

- #- 

VERSES IN AN ALBUM. 


Far above the holb>w 
Tempest, and its moan, 
Singeth bright Apollo 
In his golden zone,— 

Cloud doth never sliadc liim« 
Nor a storm invade him. 

On his ioYous tlu'onu. 
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So when I ])ehoId me 
In an oib as bright. 

How thy soul cloth fold me 
In its throne of light! 
Sorrow never paineth. 

Nor a care attained!. 

To tliat blessed height. 

- 4 - 

THE FORGE. 

A ROMANCE OF THE IRON AGE. 


Part I. 

Ijke a (lead man gone to his shroud. 

The sun lias sunk in a cc'ppcry cloud, 

And die wind is ji^/ing squally and loud 
With many a stormy token,— 

Playing a wild funereal rdr, 

'Dirongh die branches nleaK, bercavenl, and bate^ 
To the dead leaves dancing heiv and there— 

In short if the truth were spoken. 

It's an ugly night for anj-wherc. 

But an awful one for the Brocken 

For oh ! to stop 
On that mountain top, 

After the dews of evening drop. 

Is always a di eary fi olic—• 
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Then what must it be when nature groans 
And tlic very mountain murmurs and moans 
As if it writhed witli tlie cholic— 

With otlier strange supernatural tones. 

From wood, and water, and echoing stones. 

Not to forgot nnburied bones— 

In a region so diabolic! 

A place where he whom we call Old Scratch, 

By help of hi.s Witches—a precious batcli— 

Gives midnight concerts and bcrnions. 

In a Pulpit and Orchestra built to match, 

A plot right worthy of him to hatch. 

And well adapted, he knows, to catcii 
The musical, mystical Germans! 

However it*s quite 
As wild a night 

As ever was known on that sinister height 
Since the Demon-Dance was morriced— 

The earth is dark, and the sky is scowling. 

And the blast through tlie pines is howling and growling 
As if a thousand wolves were prowling 
About in the old Black Fokest ! 

Madly, sadly, the Tempest raves 
Through the narrow gullies and hollow caves. 

And bursts on the rocks in windy waves. 
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I,ike the bilWs tliat ran 
Oil a ^sty shore 

Mourning over the mariners’ graves™- 
Nay, more like a frantic lamentation 
From a howling set 
Of demons met 
To wake a dead relation. 


Badly, madly, the vapours fiy 
Over the dark distracted sky, 

At a pace that no pen can paint! 

Black and vague like tin* f liadows of dreams^ 
Scudding ovfi tlie moon that seems. 

Shorn of half her usual beams. 

As pale as if she would faint I 


The lightning flashes. 

The thunder crashes. 

The trees encounter with hoirihle clashes. 
While rolling up from marish and bog. 
Rank and rich. 

As from Stygian ditch. 

Rises a foul sulphureous fog. 

Hinting that Satan himself is agog,-^ 

But leaving at once lus heroicril pitch, 
The night is a very had night in which 
You wouldn’t turn out a dog. 
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Yet ONE there la abroad in the storm, 

And whenever by chance 
Tlie moon gets a glance, 

She spies the Traveller’s lonely form, ^ 

Walking, leaping, striding along. 

As none can do but the fiuj|ier-str«>ng; 

And flapping his arms to ki-ep him warm. 

For the breeze from the Nortli is a regular starver. 
And to tcii the truth. 

More keen, in sooth. 

And cutting than any German carver! 


r 


However, no time it is to lag, 

And on he sci'ambles from crag to crag. 

Like one determined never to flag— 

Now weathers a block 
01 jutting r{»ck. 

With hardly toom lor a toe to wag; 

But holding on hy a timber snag. 

That looks like the arm of a friendly hag; 

Then stooping under a drooping bough. 

Or leaping over some horrid chasm. 

Enough to give any heart a spasm ! 

And sinking down a precipice now, 

Keeping his feet the Deuce knows how. 

In spots whence all creatures would keep aloof. 
Except the Goat, widi his. cloven hoof. 

Who clings to the sliallowest ledge as if 
He grew h‘ke tine weed on tlie face of the cliff! 
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So down, still down, tlie Traveller ^oes. 

Safe as the Chamois amid his snows. 

Though fiercer than ever the hurricane blows, 

And round hirn eddy, with whirl and whizz, 
Toniadoes of hail, and sleet, and rain. 

Enough to bewilder a weaker brain. 

Or blanch any other visage than his. 

Which spite of lightning, thunder, and hail, 

The blinding sleet and the freezing gale. 

And the horrid abyss, 

If his foot should miss. 

Instead of tending at all to pale, 

Like checks that feel the cJiill of affi ight— 

Remains die very reverse of ivhite! 

His heart is granite—his iron nm'e 
Feels no convuhive twirches ; 

And as to his foot, it does not swerve, 

I’lio* the Screech-Owls art flitting about him that senre 
For parrots to Brocken Witches! 


Nay, full in his very path he spies 
The gleam of die Were Wolfs horrid eyesi 
But if his members quiver— 

It is not for that —no, it is not for that^ 
Nor rat. 

Nor cat. 

As black as your ha^ 
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Nor the snake tliat hiss’d, nor the toad tiiat 
Nor glimmering canalcs of dead men’s fat. 

Nor even the flap of tlic Vampire Bat, 

No anserine skin would rise thereat. 

It’s the cold tliat makes Him shiver I 

So down, still down, through gully and glen. 

Never trodden hy foot of men. 

Past the Eagle’s nest and the She-Wolf s den. 

Never caring a jot how steep 

Or how narrow the track lie has to ketp. 

Or Jiow wide and deep • 

An abyss to kap. 

Or what may fly, or walk, or creep, 

Down he hurries tliroug!', darkness and storm 
Flapping Ida arms to keep him warm— 

Till threading many a pass abhorrent. 

At last he reaches the mountain gorge. 

And takes a path along by a torrent— 

The very identical path, l^y St. George 1 
Down which young Fridolin went to the Forge, 

“With a message meant for his own deatli-warrant 1 

Young Fridolin; young Fridolin ! 

So free from sauce, and sloth, and sin. 

The best of pages 
Whatever tlieir ivges. 

Since first that singular fashion came in— 
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Not he like tliose motlcrn and idle young gluttons 
With little, jackets, so smart and spnice. 

Of Lincoln green, sky-blue, or puce— 

A little gt)ld lace you may introduce— 

Very showy, but as for use. 

Not worth so many buttons I 

Young FriJolin ; young Fridolin! 

Of his duty so true a fulfiller— 

But here we need no farther go 
For whosoever desires the 'rale to know. 
May read it all in Schiller. 

Faster now the Traveller speeds, 

Whitlier his guiding beacon leads. 

For by yonder glare 
In the murky air. 

He knows that the Eiscn Hutte Is there! 

With its sooty Cyclops, savage and grim. 

Hosts, a guest had better forbear. 

Whose thoughts aie set upon dainty fare— 

But stilT with cold in every limb, 

The Furnace Fire is tlve bait for Him / 

Faster and faster still he goes. 

Whilst redder and redder the Welkin glowa^ 

And the lowest clouds that scud in the sky 
Get crimvson fringes in flitting by. 

Till lo! amid the luiid light. 

The darkest object intensely dark. 
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Just where die bright is intensely bright. 

The Forge, the Forge itself is in sight. 

Like die pitch-black hull of a burning bark. 
With volleying smoke, and many a spark. 
Vomiting fire, red, yellow, and white! 

Restless, quiveiing tongues of flame 1 
Heavenvrard striving still to go. 

While others, reversed in die scream below. 
Seem seeking a place we will not name. 

But well diat Traveller knows the same. 
Who stops and standt.. 

So rubbing his hands. 

And snuffing the rare 
Perfumes in die air. 

For old familiar odours are there. 

And then direct by the shortest cut. 

Like Alpine Marmot, whom noidier rut. 
Rivers, rocks, nor diickets rebut. 

Makes his way to die blazing hut! 


Part IL 

Idly watching the Furnace-flames, 
The men of the stithy 
Are in their smithy. 
Brutal monsters, with bulky frames^ 
Beings Humanity scarcely claims. 
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But hybrids rather of demon race, 

Unbless’d by the holy rite of grace. 

Who never had gone by Christian names, 

Mark, or Matthew, Peter, or James— 

Naked, foul, unsliorn, unkempt. 

From touch of natural shame exempt. 

Things of which Delirium lias dreamt— 

But wj^^fore dwell on tliese verbal sketches, 
WnHISaced wkh frightful trutli and vigour. 
Costume, attitude, face, and figure, 

Retsch has drawn the very wretches! 

However, there tliey lounge about. 
The grim, gigantic fellows. 

Hardly hearing the storm vrithout. 
That makes so very dreadful a rout^ 
For the constant roar 
From the furnace door. 

And the blast of the monstrous bellowsi 

Oh, what a scene 
That Forge had been 
For Salvator Rosa’s study! 

V^ith wall, and beam, and post, and pin, 

And those ruffianly cieatures, like Shapes of Sin, 
Hair, and eyes, and rusty akin. 

Illumed by a light so ruddy 
The Hut, and whatever there is therein. 

Looks eitlier red-liot or bloody 1 
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And, oh ! to hear the frequeut burst 
Of strange, extravagant laughter. 

Harsh and hoarse. 

And resounding perforce 
From echoing roof and rafter! 

Though curses, the worst 
That ever were curst. 

And threats that Cain invented the first. 

Come growling the instant after! 

But again tlie livelier peal is rung. 

For the Smith, hight Salamander, 

In the jargon of some 'iijititnic tongue. 

Elsewhere never said or sung, 

voice of a Stentor in joke has flung 
Son^ cumbrous sott 
Of sledge-liammer retort 
At Red Beard the crew’s commander. 

Some frightful jest—who knows how wild. 

Or obscene, from a monster so defiled. 

And a horrible moutli, of such extent. 

From flapping ear to ear it went. 

And show’d such tusks whenever it smiled»* 

The very mouth to devour a child ! 

But fair or foul tlie jest gives birtli 
To another bellow of demon tnixth. 

That far outroars the weather. 

As if all tlie Hyxnas that prowl tlie earth 
Had clubb’d their lauqhs together. 
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And lo! !n the itiidcllo of all the din. 

Not seeming to care a single pin. 

For a prospect so volcanic, 

A Stranger steps abruptly in. 

Of an aspect ratlier Satanic: 

And he looks with a grin, at those Cyclops 
Who stare and grin again at him 
With wondrous little panic. 


Then up to the Furnace the stranger goesi, 
Eager to thaw his ears and nose. 

And warm his frozen fingers and toes— 
While each succeeding minute. 

Hotter and hotter the Smithy grows, 

And seems to declare. 

By a fiercer glare. 

On wall, rooJ', floor, and everywhere. 

It knows the devil is la it 1 


Still not a word 
Is uttered or heard. 

But tlie beetle-browM Foreman nods and winks, 
Much as a shaggy old Lion blinks. 

And makes a shift 
To impart his drift 

To a smoky brother, who joining the links. 
Hints to the tliird tlic tiling he thinks; 
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Aii^ whatever ft he, 

They all agree 

Iv. smiling with faces full of glee. 

As if about to enjoy High Jinks. 

What sort of tricks they mean to play 
By way of diversion, who can say. 

Of such ferocious and barbarous folk, 

Who chuckled, indeed, and never spoke 
Of burning Robert tlie Jiiger to coke. 

Except as a capital practical joke! 

Who never thought of Mercy, or lieard her. 

Or any gentle emotion felt; 

But hard as the iron they had to melt. 

Sported with Danger and romp’d with Murderl 

Meanwhile the Stranger— 

The Brocken Ranger, 

Besides another and hotter post. 

That renders him not averse to a roast,— 

Creeping into the Furnace almost, 

Has made himself as warm as a toast— 

When, unsuspicious of any danger. 

And least of all of any such maggot. 

As treating his body like a faggot. 

All at once he is seized and shoven 
In pastime cruel, 
i^ike so much fuel, 

Headlong into the blaming oven! 
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In he goes! with a frightful shout 
Mock’d by the nigged ruffianly band* 

As round the Furnace mouth they stand* 

Bar* and shovel* and ladle in hand. 

To hinder their Butt from crawling out* 
Who making one fierce attempt, but vain. 
Receives such a blow 
From Red-Beard’s crow 
As crashes the skull and gashes the brain. 
And blind, and dizzy, aud stunn’d with pain, 
With merely an interjectional “oh !” 

Back he rolls in the flames again. 


“ Ha! Ha! Ho! Ho! ” That second fall 
Seems tlie very best joke of all. 

To judge by the roar. 

Twice as loud as before, 

Tiiat fills the Hut, from die roof to the floor. 

And flies a league or two out of the door 
Up the mountain and over the moor,— 

But scarcely the jolly echoes they wake 
Have well begun 
To take up the fun. 

Ere the shaggy Felons have cause to quake. 

And begin to feel that the deed they have done^ 
Instead of being a pleasant one. 

Was a very great errors—and no mistake* 
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For why ?—In Kea 
Of its former hue. 

So natural, warm, and florid. 

The Furnace bums of a brimstone blue, 
And Instead of the couleur de rose It threw, 
With a cooler reflection,—justly duo— 
Ejchibits each of die Pagan crew. 

Livid, ghastly, and horrid! 


But vainly they close their guilty eyes 
Against prophetic fears; 

Or with hard and horny palms devise 
To dam their enormous ears— 

There are sounds in the air. 

Not here or there. 

Irresistible voices everywhere, 

No bulwarks can ever rebut, 

And to match the screams. 
Tremendous gleams. 

Of Horrors that like the phantoms of dreams 
They see with their eyelids shat! 

h 

For awful coveys of teiTible things. 

With forked tongs and venomous stings, 

On hagweed, broomsticks, and leathern win^ 
Are hovering round the Hut! 

Shapes, that within the focus bright 
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Of the Forge, ant likt* shadows and hJots; 
But farther off, in the shades of night;, 
Clothed with thcii own phosphoric light* 
Are seen in the darkest spots. 


Sounds! that (ill tlie air with noises. 

Strange and indescribable voices. 

From tlags, in a diabolical clattei— 

Cats that spit cursts, and apes that chatter 
Scraps of cabalistkal motter— 

Owls tliat SCI etch, and dogs that yell"— 
Skeleton hounds that will never be fatteiw 
All the domestic tiibcs of Hell, 

Shiitking for fh^h to tear and tatter, 

Lones to shatter. 

And limb' to scatter, 

And who it is tliat must furnish the latter 
Those blue-lool Jng Men know well * 

Those blue4ooking men that huddle together* 
For all tiieir sturdy limbs and thews. 

Their unshorn locks, like Nazarene Jews* 
And buffalo bcaids, and hides of leather, 
Huddk^d all in a heap together. 

Like timid lamb, and ewe, and wether. 

And as females say. 

In a similar way. 

Fit for knocking down with a feather I 
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Kn and ontt in and out, 

The gathcriiipf goblin*! hover about, 

EvVy minute angnicnting the rout; 

For like :i ‘,pcll 
The iinearfhiy ‘,mell 

That fuir»(“» iVom the rnrn.in*, thiinii' y and tnoutli, 
Praw*^ them in - -.ui i'ib-m.il l,in|on— 

From East, and Wc^t, and N-'r-tli, and .South, 
cattion biid'i fn.nj '-'/ly rrgiL'H, 

'I'll* not a 'Mjd stiu. ic 

rf I 

C >1 llie si^'L ‘''og ail 


liut ha.s a iV-inoM o, t.vo foi 

il-. s)l Ml 

BrCiithing fm y. woe, and dr 


Never, iu'v< r \\a, 'Uch a ‘lii'* 

M ; 

It heat'-’ the ver.* W.ilj'nr; •. 

Nvdi*- 

DisplaytNl in tiie ■ 'orv id Doer n F.uv'ns, 

T01 ''he St''111' to 

dnscrihe 


th*' awrul ti iho; 

Jf we wert' tivo (h5tl!i‘'s, woul! (jniic k v.Ii nut ua! 

Suffice ir, ami.l th.it dieaiy sw.nni. 

There mu-ters oath foul npul-ivc loun 
That ever a fancy overvvann 

f 

Begot in its worst di’.nnun ; 

Besides some others of motiitoHr! si,^'*, 

Never befoie revejleJ to eye.. 

Of the gcmis JVlegathei‘ 


Meanwhile the demons. tiMiv and hail, 

V * 

Gorgon, Chimera, llarjiy, uiul Choul, 
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ti'- ,, , 

Are not contented to jibber and howl ,, ' 
As a diriL'-o for their late commander? “ ' 
lint orn* of the bf’vy—witch or wizard, 

.Difj^ni'icd as a monstroiT? Hyinj^ lizard, 

SjsiijjjT'f on the pn'sly Salamander, 

■Who ■'stoutly rij:;hts, and and kicks, . 

And tiic’s tlie host of lih vviestlinff tricks, 

Nc» p.iltry stiiie, 

Hut lor life, char life. 

But the nitliless talons refuse U) iinliX; 

Till far beyond a siir^pc.si case, 

Willi startlinj:^ eyes, and biark in tlie face, 
Down he tnnsnics ii, deuI as liriekbi 

A pii’tfy ' id-1 f'l III, inaLes' to \iev, i 
TIiijjc 'h 1 , ,’v luird.i'U’ls lookin^l blu', 

A 'd fj! him ab(u\- aii, 
i\ed-htaided a.ul t,ill. 

With at that vny j irticiiiar nick, 

Tliiue is fuoh an unlucky crow to pick. 

As the one of iion did the tiick 
In a Wicut bloody affaii — 

No V. under feeling; a little sick, 

V.’ith pulses beatiijj^ uncommonly quick, 

And hrcJth he neve* found so thick. 

He longs for the ('j>eii aii! 




felffs 


Three paees, or four. 
And lie jiyiins tlie door; 
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Cv/ 


,r' 

,.;i4‘‘'But ere he accomplishes one, 

~ '! The sound of a hluAv romes heavy and d>Ai, 
, And claspint^ his fingers round las skull-— 

■ However the deed was (h'l’.e, 

That gave him tiiat fli'ild 
Red ga-h on tlu- finehead— 

' With a roll of the ey l>alls peifectly lioitid, 
Theie''- a treiTUihujs quiv.-r, 

'['lie last Jeatli-shicc;, 

And Rtd-I)e.i;{l s chuim' is run ! 


HJloo! ilalloo! 

'i hey have done fi»t two I 
But a juTU'yidi jii!; r^m.ihis to dn ! 

Foi v«.''u]ei, <-lLdg>.' .iful -Iio\eI in hand. 

Like ehkr .Sons ( f (ii.iiil 1)< "Piiii, 

A couple wl (.'y<lop^ make a stand, 

And fieieely lummeiing here and rlieie. 

Keep at bay the Powei-^ of Air— 

But despei'iitloji is .ill In vain !— 

They f.ilnt—they clioke, 

For the sulphurous smoke 
Is poisoning- heart, and lung, and brain. 

They red, they sink they gasp, they smothcf. 
One for a moment smvises Jiis biotht-i. 

Then rolls a coipse across tlie othei! 

Hulloo! Hullooi 
And Hullabaloo! 


t :'l,y 'W ' , 

i/ ; 

1 / There is onl)' one more tluiig t'd 

( Vi' , 
f' -I ■.-.J.. 


w^-7;: - 





THE FOR(SE. ' 




^ w 


Ai*d stdzcd by brak, and talon, and claw> ’" W 
Bony han>I, and Inilry paw, 

Yea, crook t il born, and tuskyjaw, 

Tbe fi'in luigo ]3odit'‘i are haul’d and bliovert '■' 
Each aitci cacii in the roaiinj;; oven J 


If » • 


4 : 4 IP • 


Tiiat Eiseu Ilutlt* t yr.nuiiri^; still, 

Go to lIic II.lit/ V li' iu vt I ynn will. 

And there it ;n-.bJi ;» I'lII. 

And a rapii! : tK turn, nianv a mill; 

T'he ‘ielb-iine E)'.-' o'il I.ituy >t ii*" sight,— 
Ca'-.linjt ;i;!w.iKi, d.iy and r.i'Tijt. 

I'iames n J, .md )elk‘s-\, end white I 

Ay, h.df a tnihj from the nioijf'.tain goige, 

Tlu'ie it is ilie famous Foige, 

Willi its Furnace,—-the sr,nn tliat tda/cd of yOTfj 
llngcly fed with fuel and ore; 

But ever sinev that tu nn ndous Revel, 

Wintesej Iron h meln.d rheudn,— 

A'- i't.uelli IS know who have been to Berlin^" 
Is all tii bltiik iis thi: Dci'U/ 
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,?^,‘\ A SONG FOR 1*HE MILLION. 

o*v wiiullm’s mktuux). 

:- 5 ''', 

c ** 

' There’s a Music aloft in rl'o air 
''As if Ciicruhs wt'ic linmnin'j; n '•oiig. 

Now it's Iiijrli, now it’'' , l-cn- ati I tlicu', 

■ There’s a Jtlarmoi'y jlunj; 1 

n 'i, While* thi' :iiL Iiuul in Uu ir joe, 

*V JL * ■* ' 

f,To the turn of tlir !ii-Un' 

* » ' 

t'■ •> Let i.s (.I'in'.c in ,( pc il, oin* aiul alt, 

Foi" we all hiioulj !x: .iLlo to oip^ 


We an* Oc .ti u*'tlv( s untl lo^'iios, 

We an; Radjc.’l^. '1 ones, atnl Wliig*,, 

XVe are Chnn'lHrian, ^)i^Jer'tols, wl'nt uutj 
We aie a^sc'-, rins, nrn^keys aitu pe^''. 

But in sj)ice of tlie ‘•l.iiulcioi'S nam-es 
Partisans on each olle r will f'hi;;. 


i Tho’ in conroul \vc cannot a;;'or*, 

'“iV.'* Yft we all in a cln)riN -.iMli -/ins’ 

%% * Hull 

^ITi ‘ 

' We may not have a happy New Yc-ai, 
Be perplex’d by all pos- ihle ills-- 

the bread and tlie nuat Vt.iy dear. 


And he troubb d witli verv /f^irrl h'lih- 

i. ' Kiift ■’ V- I * 


Ilullahbaloo! 






may even be short of the cash 
r. 5;1 f'J'ot the tax to a ijueen or a king. 


. And the lm)kcr may si ll offoui Ledp, 

■ But we Ktill sliaJ-i ht able to sljig 

Hullahbaloof 


f •( 


There’s CoiiMimpion t<* Mi flier tlie M'eak, 

There are fi vuis that iiiimhlo tht stonL— 

A disi •ase may Lc life v.Mh the yoLing, 

Or .1 pcstilein.c vvall.Iiij' about— 

DfioUtior. nuy \;'dt oei h'’.es. 

Ami oM l>L.'th’^ Pi^raphoiical sting 
May ilioj'o. e oi the cKaii-^t f»f AvoLb, 

But we ali iliali be able t'l %ing 

lIuiLiiiLalool 


We may farm at a \-ery hlgli rent, 

And M'iti' gui"!) niaiiine an inch dt'ip. 

We may n'tu, \*']]e!her broadcast or didll. 

And liave only tin- ^\'hilKvinJ reaj', 
aVll our com may IjC siiodcd in tiie ear. 

And our baiiii be igniled by Mvv'ing, 

And our sheep may die oil with the rot. 

But we all sh ill he aldi U/ sii'g 

lluUahbatoo! 

Oar acquaintance rn.iy cut us direct, 

£ven Love may become latiici cold. 

And a friend of our earHei ns 
May look shy at tlic cciat tliat is old; 



mm 







By some sudden bewildering blow 


V '^''^ 

<^.^’|Jp^-,^ In' 

' ■ *; ' i' "i 

, "V ’^)<M- 
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Sti'icken down liU-- .i bird on the wing,— 

Ov with hejet'-. I)re.ibing surd} and ‘'low— 

But we all shall be able to siiig 

Iluilalibaloo! 

Oh! no niat^ei bow wretrliv-d v\v be, 

How ill-iodji’d, (>i jii < I i.l, m i!!-Ut!, 

Anil w'ilii onb'- le.nj rile b)r !"o{,- — 

*^1 ha*" we ei”)' ..ihoiTr cm tbi li<‘i(l: 

We m.i} I'K'dv wi*^b a veiy bad eold, 

Or a tiiio it f Imi’i .1 el< V a> a bog,— 

Then'- live btre''!. .'I tlif bt.ie<‘ ioi ms ^ilj. 

For we till diall be abdi to sing 

l lnllahbaloo! 





I’hci' ’s Mil ir .I'ojr i’» r!n> ab. 

As if C'iieinbs ivie humruiMf; a roiig 
Now Ir’s liij',!', lue.v it'' !<;w, btu a^J ibore. 
There's a llnmoMy fbv.'jing along' 

"WMiili; the ‘'tes j)li*s iue loiul jm flu ir joy, 

T'o the tUiie ol the la 111’ -ding. 

Let us cliiine in a peal ran and all. 

For we all shoulb he a!;l(.' to sj’iig 


Hiillahlriloo f 




COME, TAKE THY PENCIL. 


*C()ME, false tliy penril—painf niv love 
Mott fi'Dcler tliaii most lender clove; 
Suflnsi' her elit-ek^' with that warm glow 
Would f till on locc r hope* l#t‘'J(nv ; 

Aiitl make it hirjnrfd n/: {mJ t.o}7ie 
B::^k to and Ito'n it si<p'riil ii.nne. 
r.ay on hci /;'V;;7Vc’' m.i rJ inuht 
The Vesnet Ihmii vcnitii. 

A - V ’ w 

she loves t'.dj 4 V , '-i ms praise, 

To lisp tc Sel Ji't .,-.■ 1 '. i.r,s; 

And hide '.!) :i £■. e ' ^'vnti viil'Mif 

s' I ' 

Withh. [ ( »s ■' e: st i\\\ 

By d !'i 'V of j'ilkit-, (Ij''o''c 
A' Pun If till l7'r^',r' /, [(k'- 

Fi.'ie fiios. li'ps ; 

Ko'itid ilem ii!' }.:\ ^zi'ii-ntui, 

h- 1 fojJll V'i!e;itL10!t' V ! il) 

IMonld .i iiiinjiji , itea'ts t<.> 

And make thy ma'in in.m iipiear 
\ lieartsLa'e snidi h hind each teat 
Givi, to her liet tin aiiy niotioii 
Ol siirtbeams ft mliiing on the ocean; 
lay her whitr fingi i > on a harp 
or gold, the power of gloom to warp, 

And if i'<ou caust, in its war in nest 
r.ii'.it, I .lint the la ait beneath the breast; 




TO CEtIA 


I 

Miikc visible its million springs, 
snap one of it« tliousan*! stiings 
Depict it in :i teai-wove gnise 
Floating upon a of ''ighs, 

Its hiinJitd ioLunrd so one 
Svveet talc of iov’,' 

Oiu fiction'i sa-x iliat liatli cvi'e; 

^ 4 

Yt't unliappj f-'v' w.'h none; 

BiinO as tlsc n'phi' lait fnin/is 
For Love tiolb .livx"” set \x iti' s'l"*. 

To Oi5i piad '■ ':ll luixcil, 

1\/ one '.'.i; iLovV, an al! J ; 

ISur wliui wish tt'iiilv 1 111 s" 'xx'e h.iiij 
Tie .ok! ki'< p-. the cpuc 

But wlu'M Ill's s.’oineil, a?)[jsi\!, estnin 
He opes rhe cyt ol • *11 hui. 

And all liis ar.jrii liiui'l :m* diangcd 
To demons—and an Ivatul tlicn ! 

Yet once it happ'd tiiat^ -'cmi hliiul, 
He met thee on a siinirntr ihiy, 

And took llvjc for Ids inodar kind* 
And frovin’tl a=3 he was luish'd awav. 
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THE FORSAKEN. 



The dcMil nrc in rhcir isilvn: ) Mvce, 
And th( (IfW I'Y v.'ld 
And t-ii'-' .1' 

Ovci du‘'t tli.H o.i-'t 1- li",f. 


Once 1 '-niy w )it (’o' Uv v], 

I 3 ut ij!»vv ti*' in 11 )^ {'.'int' iiiy p.ilr- : 

IIm\ (niild't s^.ii m*' in'in ruv 

< • 

To niL’ to >"v 'i.u'' .1 

My IVInr.ii"i ii .0 !.i'nfjt!i tlu*— 

Hci it'.t <' f'ilni .iiui vtiy 

I \vishM ihc'.t -111 cotd.l soi’ tpin Iwv, — 

Viui rn»\v ' in Ium -ii-i p 

Last ni;.pu utiboiind rny uivcn. loclvs, 

Thf ; moinl;'^; ■^aw 'Ik mi uii<, d to yhiy. 

Once thry weu* Mm i. 'n.ii vuU 

But thoLi ait <'h —.iikI 'iO me tli< y! 

The useless lock I jo:'-' tii or.n*, 

To gaze upon and tlnnl. of luc, 

Was U‘en whl\ sruilc' Init this was toru 

In sort'ov? di.it T .md tt» ilu-. * 
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SONG. 


O Lapy. loavo thy silken thread 
Jlowery fripc'^rrle: 
iivin,t^ rosL-'i on tin nu''h, 

Ar.tl Mossoms on rhp tu’c ; 

v’here thou v\lh, ;Uy cari.lLSs hand 

th'me rand' ■!) i.nd v\il1 moiM , 

T'iiou CiUnt nor lot tlu-u wilt find 

'rho dai 'V a*' ihv f, 


'Tift like tin* (I'o:!' in of ilw 

V L d '\v.'' ' on in ido.on' ; 

'1 'Ik- ll^'dn : <-M inanv 

riu I .il) J'l 1 li'ilK’ : 

'riirr . J)i-d-Uid vJjirfj aju‘ blue 

'j )u‘\ ly la'.nhovv I'ova'i 
Havv- tnin i! to h!o,'/'in^ v hi ti' they fell, 
And sown <hi faith with flowers. 


T'koie’’# f. Iry tallp' in th«’ erL‘t, 

1 lu: ,C-ndku of tin stip ; 

The virv uo^ jeM-'i.: fin Imes, 
And hlossf.m a tin v tun : 

Mdiiie Jvloin ope- li'n- a ciinison rose. 
Still wet vM'th [teail} *!ion'cr«; 
Then, lady, leavt* the silken thread 
Thoi, twiive'>t into flowcisl 







^,^-^vvV\, . "■ ■' . -V . •» ‘' \.'W»' 
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LINES. 


Let r- make .1 lc:ip my ilt ar, 

In our l«.vi-, of iinny a yc.ir, 

And dat(’ it vi vy To ri^riy, 

On a b'i'’,l)i I K p '.niT'nujr day. 

Wlu'n rill' ii( nt u’ I'' liKo .1 •'iin 

To 11*^01;', aiul i.i'oL Ijo'.'d noup ; 

Aih! ifii- iu' V lips a ji.iit 
Of th, \ Cl' l.>\ iiir* lirai t. 

And the .shiiiii'j; >.( the ejp 
Ili.f a ‘.ifi' to hiio’.v it hv; -- 
^V"llLn my i uih^ \\h u* all t'.i oiven, 
Auv! my idc ik.'-'-r.i d of IK;a\(ri, 
kf i’-- -iLckon <,0, 
iliivi love lot all til.It ioii^; -'/'S 
Each al''‘'CiK'ij (ount n ycir totcpii'ir*. 
And keep n hiilhday wlun avo meet. 


' 'w I 

0 ^ > 
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THE IRISH SCHOOLMASJXR. 


KJ' Alack! ’tis mckir.chnly theme to think 


How Leatnirio dotli in ner^ted -ntu-'i .'.hide. 
And, like her ha^liitil owl, (discunly blink, 


f 


pensive gk-oius and conic ts, icarcclv ^pied 5 
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^ot, as in I'ounders’ Hall=- and domes of prld 6 ^' 
Served with p,i.(V( homa"i‘. like a traffic queen. 

But with one lonely priest rompell’d to hide. 

In midst ol iniyrj moors and mosses "reen, ’V, 

in that el.iy cahin lii^rht t)ie Collcj^e of Kilioeti! 

•i 

'I’his Colh tife lookcth South and We'-t also, 

I>i-< '.use It li.iti\ a east, in wituI'Hv^ twain ; 
i 'r.i/y and (.rack'd they he, and wind doth blow 
Tlr.oxj'^U tiMnsp.irciu h'jlc' In every I'ane, 

Whieii Dan, with many piincs, m.dve" \\i!iok' npusn 
With rjether garments, wliuh hi> tlnil’t dotli teaifc. 
To stand lor gkiss, like .i?id uhen rrun 

Stormnth, he put'., "era'* nuae unto (lie br(’.ach,'*—< 
Outside and in, Mvn’ hi -kt', yei f > lie n.endeth each. 

And in lh< mid.( a l-'ii'' iKht (heje t . 

Whereon a h u.d th it d nii (ongiutie :u; 

Witf' painted I itc!'., ref' n-v I l.ioa t wh'. 

Tims written “ (iThiltiun rol'u’ii !ii to iTMlf:* 

And oft, ii'.vleed, thi. inwird ol ili.n mile. 

Most veiltrilogue, doth utter ftnder squeak. 

And moans ol i.iiaut-s du.t iHiiU'an rheir fate*. 

In midet of soimJ' of Latin, I'u-iich, and Greek, 
Which, a)! V the Ividi tonipu’, he teacherti them to speak. 

Foe some :iic mcani to ilyht dlvg-al wiongs, 

And SOUK fer Doctois ol Divinitie, ’( 

Whom he dotli tcaoli to murdei the dead tongue*, y 
And bCK V, 1)1 iccad-.mieal dteiec ; 








Tm XRISH SCHOOLMASTER.' ' ' l 

b£ some are bred for service of the sea, 

3Bowbeit« tlifir store of learning is but small, 
if waste lie coniitotl) it would he 

r^tTTO stock d ln'.ui with hooKi'-Ii wat(“''dtaU. 

riL*-' 

CjCtely to be knocked, ('fl by uithlcss r I'lnon hall. 

'o- 

,'** ' Six babes lie t.ways,— sonu- iit.le ruscl soni'- big, 
i,' ’Divided into d/,.d'oi , 

,, 'He keeps a pailotn- >• a 

, That in the C ollec - j.lieth n) Hid io>, 

And pickoth 'ij {!,i >ii-r Iri's’ eni’nl)' h-. l.n.% ~ 

' - And <'k(; ih" h nidiirent. tiay vf iti, 

‘ ■ And thus ills /v, n, dodi w; I'l) ksiow — 

’ J’lereafti'i to he slin,v” t;j i.ii.oaii. 

And ral.se ♦■ik >vondi'i oient •>! Tn^.sr,- a li;e!i-.! m:‘”. 

■' Ahof, he Sii'oo!’ ‘itiine • one hinihai fowls, 
Wbereof .dK'’'e his h''id ‘•oni * two or ili!- e 
Sit darkly squattliJa* !^/Iinerva’s owls, 

' But on the hr Oiv^lu - ol uo !i\ ing tiee, 

' And overloid' th*- liarned firmly : 

. While, som'-tinj( s, ]^lr^l(.t, fioni her glonmy perch, 
Drops featlier on the iKisf mI Irojulnie, 

^ Meanwhile, with Siiwus <y. ue in.iko<. resiMrch 
leaves of that sour tree id ktiowli i!ge--iiow a birch 

/ , 
i-i*.', 

chair he hath, the awful I'l-.i.igngit'.;, 
as would magisteiai h.uu , leihed, 
sitteth lowly on a hei rhi u 1 
il^CUFe in hijrh :uitiioiir\ and ihe-d ; 




Larirc, ah a «lomt“ fui icarnins, seem? hi« head, »< 

And like Ap<.l)'->’'., .lil beset witn r;*ys, . 

Because liii l.'i' ks arc so iinkcni])t rind reel, • ' 
And stand a’’!(i.i'l m many severa.i vMys; ■ 

No buul rifjun he wears, liovebeit iiis cap is baize, .* 

And, i(!'dt ir.'V.th, a p.ilr <>f sl'ir'j'.y bcows ‘ 

C>Vih.iiv' .1’ inai'k' <-v<-s od’"l/wMiil hue, 

« > / f s * 

'I'hat iMW.iivl ;pl)i''t of .1 fowl, wln-h hows 
A nujn^-jil tiiit, th it i' n ■ hioseo mc blue j 
His nose, i( i' a coo I '\) iln \ '■ o': 

Well n'^fuii'iied whh I'u !,in i\ i len,—- 
For miw.h he 1 >0. > I ’> imIoo iio.imt.uij dew,— 

But to dipicf !:,( ('■’ e i.K (., I wce’i, 

A boltle-ted, hi ie.-o<, as well .is 


4 

in 

Le' 




A 






As l.ij 111. I ’,.r :i- -j. h a ieiK'in sle.it 
As i’lieiHS . 1 ..d, ■ 'i* i. iiii;.''sis> i.l , ‘I .lies; 

Burn id'll). .It!’ he li.nh r > .st. nm aii^'ht, 

.So rh.'r'he wi'iil hi. *.!■■„,; ■ -.ols; 

Belfw, h ' w’l.iis th.. ;n Siei j.'.!!*' » i male<5, 

Of (Hinson pi: ii, 1 v. i .ju-.li- 1 at tlu‘ knee; 


' 

\ 

•jr’V P 

^ ij*' , t\X 

■',vr#k 

■ 'yStiv, 


the 11 

.ti V le 

il p.cvjils, 

i 0? 

. ( y (.0 ' : H 

’ 


' 1 ! ', e 

Ids ca])-a-j)!e. 

he Tn' 

. iloth 

kip 

V' 


ilo fiinc*ion hi J m.i'P'tend eown, 

'I'liyi •' wsinoii (.(Mi'u'ies It it th.’.n a map,— , 

Blue t. .(t, a >ii red, uiul tcrcMi, and ruaset-brown, *4^ 

. * 
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SPiA#' 

j^^^lBesides some blots, st.inJIiig' for cnnntry-town; 
^&^5And eke some u'nl-, foi '■rreams ,is, I lueis wide; 
But sometime., lui ,hfiil wJten he looks aclovvn# 
turns tile merit <U' the (-tin t ,Kk‘, 

.^■‘ki'fUpeful that s) tin* ImK-.! ni.iy nevoi h*' e:pieu! 

'*L fi h 

And soe h(' iit-, amkr i tlie htUe j<'u k, 

'^■hV , I'hat look lor ^‘rr'jy c's t<-i 'Otmy no, ui, 

, Within nil \' ,ire, ij|o aii .ilmauaek- - 
iV Hist pjjel ’•'On!.' joii. boon ; 

But when li's :n tirh ■hoop-' i.' iwi, like i.iiny moon, 

kv' ith luiri,J cldll t\tib h'.fli- lieait i!.iVv.iri\i'>, 

•■ I *• 

Know'n", fh.it ini m* 'how’is vvill io’ltrv soon, 

vi^'i ^ ^ ^ ^ 

'ty-/. f- Ami with loi. i>oe!:;r' . ,,il ;ica; v '■ li; -o'J -iotr.t; 

.s.''.:;' They sit, hitL rimu! h.iics, all cie.n! ln\'^ on tli! ii lums 


A 

n't 

s* •• ^ 

; ' Ah ! Iiinkli '.s v. i.;!.!, S'’l'o e.tiiiivot risi'n r' pint 
■ ^‘Cfndilioy (‘•(I'Mn'e,'’- -oi “ ,Ki, K.t, Ivod,”— 

^ b , , ' Full on i'ls t< .ns ',('nh ni,i' l- ihs tiniy ^e.lt 

I' Moic soildi-n, ib )’ u'r, nly m.nle oi sod, 

' For Dili sImU ui.'p loin with tit. eusi.! ol Gotl,—— 
Srf' \ Severe by auL, ^xud nf^t by i-’rtiir nui-l, 
j never spoils I’p,. ii.d . m-s il'o nxl, 

But spoih the rod ,ni'l n mm p.'it s th'^ child. 



'^'v^s^iSUjd soe witli holy luL ili .m ■ h-, i-. !fc..)n.Iied. 

Wi*' *. 

'But surely tin; jhot -sV y '.v’ll ni w \ v. ink 
men who tike J'.lie.hi in <W^ b 
fA^-tr'And stripe ttt* m-thei-iii.-ljir. like a ;>ink 
tender hytiuiitli, l£e.crilied with woe; 
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THE IRISH SCHOOLMAS 



Such bloody Pc'daj^'^ii‘’S, when they ahull 
By uscli's’s biicht**!, tli.it foilorn rtcf'is, 
Which i*- nrt holiday, in Pit hi.-lo\v» 


’ ,'7 
i sS'' 


Will ht‘!l not 'ei m dcsig^nM for their distress— "‘M 

' >,v'i 


A nul.^ncholy j'll.jci', that all hoitomlessc? 


' j ■^'w 


Yet would tin; Muse not ciiidu tl’c- wholesome 
Of needlijj tli^cipline, in du? i!e';^»’e(. 

Dt ;vc)id of sw.i j, tvliat iv’od'^s ill sirue produce 
Whene’er llic‘tw!,t' i.n*ul-)\i riow^ up i tr* e, 
'I'his shall :i C.mh tli.'t a Vriu: Imy l.(, 
Peiorioos li-nil'Ts </l .■ i I'.d'^ 


Anil 

By l,uvh“/. < lei h 
In murdei’d Ei ^ il‘ 


III ill I’ M d lor ji.raniit, - ■ 

i' f 

Mill, th, >! il.-.idi liands, 
d Vv -ti koek'^ ij 1 'J‘ j.‘ i'Us l ommaridsii 


Blit a't f >\hit ‘>!udl\ f'v >\v ;;!r.m 

'rile s('iry lin\i'i tli.'t do cd up )u the h-.am. 

All sudden dull 'i-iip men t' e ’>r;‘ndi*di’J ami, 
AufI caeUnv^ ch'iiu-. vvitli - i jounan .scicam^ 
Ari'.'tnwlule. tile ^a'ouip.e pli, s tliat unkindly seam 
In Pheliri - hropnes, whdeli h.ires Ins naked skin, 
Like irai’-or o..p in w.ud'ke ioii, i deem, 

Tliat f.ilseiy ktp tlie tn'iei he^ii f;c‘r in, 

Nor seeks the J'ed.ip - 'oe otd.ei- course to win. 



A 


% 


u 




N.> paient di.ir h' harii i-' meet his cries,'— 
dike ! Iiis parent de.ir is fir ajoof^ 

Ai'd dx'cp in Cl liar lies, 

Kulei] ill kind eiM.'ei-plav, or gin ofproo^ 


“> 3 













VJ 


,V ' Anti shw'ils salt tt-.ns twict’faster than before^ 

I'liat stiil wif!. L i> favartJ hst he strives to dr^y’' 

Wasjiiir; wiifi ijiaiki.-h mor-ture, o’er and o'er,;” 

"1 

}Iis (ihiJi?;. . !•!'( K, that ^".nws nioie iool thereby," 
I’iil .»ii I'J I L.M j i.ue iooi't ^['ii.'i .IS lainy eby. 

•So Iho. I y vli,\t ot ooi'e, olit.ijn'i a jv are. 

All i v«/!;li 1 I liitii; A \iut(‘M.k‘’. i.ii'fk, 

]’\ ni'vv {<!.'■> iuri"! ■ j lii ^ iia'o riMSi\ 

1 ike <ni(Ai uo VtUt lu" t;.'.ha(k. 



.. ,1 A 

it t 1 tV. 

I’loiii 'd'll V i 


. !) 

wf.trj ; 

y<>t .oi! »].e 1 

l) ). . ' i: 



, dJ 'I’liK 


1 ti ll'l 

"1,’ !■ ' 1 , . 

i 

[b 

■ 

A .r 'ki.k, 

For tr, i 

0 

1 1 and 

i ' ‘ ’ t ^ t 

I -1 W 

. V 

. " 1 . lino, 

ruu ki 1 j 

IS, atid 

„ F 

« Lt < 1 V < '/ ' 

. ’ . 'I' 


L^dy sn .! <J 

Now d 

il i' ii:I 

,L .'1' ! I". 


I'll 

d" ; Il r.nuid 

'Jdu- 1 n 

/F: .1 n 

1.1^ tbf 

* . 0 ' 


* 1 '. 

('.'if. !k 

i! f.ii: 

.1 ’!'l'0[ij'(i i 

* fiot!' 

' puinul 

VVirhofif .1 bo. 

d,) laiin ' 0 

1' vl 


1}.jge j 

Now I. 

d.'i - h 

'• f'l' Kor.H's 

vii'k 

} \ 

bi' t atro. 

How 

omhki 

' W'.n bu'd in 'i'. 

j "' 

' worjil, 

By wet 

-mn 

Woli, (!' void 

<v( V, 

,ol 

fi'fi I. -go; 


And h'lJ M-ih'.l.i'.K^i- tv'ij'j f-l \v,d'^ of mud, 

Bui VMtLTt'd It, al's 1 w'liii V ■• "11 ^.Ui'i'nal blood. 


Anon In rum" *o tbjT H> r'''n<. u<it, * 

iTov/ i 'MV WM" sieq'oil hkt I ixi^Itnidei'iy townji 
And'' <ur A-..lir!f cf fn i.tininin;-car, 

A imj'lity li; 1.101 with a bloody cidvrnt 


:4 






/aks ' - ' THE jr^lSH SCHOOLMA]OTiC'\r 

As if tilcir I)cv.ling wen' a threefold sciwie. ' / /ij 

■•> * r- , ^ Vi 

But now tlu cuiient of liis words is done. . /'''''ifu' 

Aivil whet fur :)Dy fruits .shall spring from thenjii^ /■’■'I'.'X'r' 
In fnipie titne. witlj any ^on I— f 

' i j.i'f i* 

It Is .1 dii ' iod wot! that o.in In <oUl bv none. !' 

*•' if . e »■ j 

; --'M 

N<‘;v bj I he creeping sh.nlows oi ihe noon, ,-'C 

U'iie /».>ui 1*^ LO)ne to l.iy aslda,* th^ ii ion ; "i-/ ' 

’’i'he (In eil’lii jn-Kci'e' it huj. j' ,p/ 

And Cl ill, “ liegoiii'l ■' nn'o tb 1. i n i J) 1,— —tiLi 1(1 fotll 

iSnatcli tilth tsvc' h i dj toi iljeclocr,'}— 

I.i'tc ardi'tit '.pM '' ' Med !. >, . r-, 

All blithe .111 ! ' .'I r: i< i, , .’ e.' h .‘w two tinae,■ 

With Reti'hi / ") , (*.■ I e ■. v Iwi a i» ! . ; 

To wtej\ \vii !'■: . ii ti.L'i j.;.'!'.-'' in nte'ig. >.!ii'liint’''.D,sk 

1 ,i!\'-s])''-. tbif i'h'c) , 1 . '■ rt’'iirs{>'\ 

Wirii itjiihr niDS*. ^•o -hi* iv lu* < 'lown, 

i I’.it dot!. iK.; liijit, 1 <t i.j' . 'IM' 'ole unsllOcI, , ^ 

Sil soojlly KP'.d ! :<> iK ':'M; ' 

I , 

And one, ai ll.iie and II'm,' ])i .y« all alone,— 

I ^ 

Foi Phtli'O . J't‘’je to tell I bis slejK<!.niC*\s COW ^ 


Ah! Pin hi'-''-''t 




« iiik'M\i Clone ! ' 


Whilst ot’u't tw.swi p) .y il .Oi li.'li low, I 

And, with •^hiilLLih fcin.d:. Im.'h oi'c* anotlterhs broy|! 

I 

I 

lint C'uetul Dorninii, ^vitn CL.isehi'js thrift, i , 

i 

Nr^w riiare>L'-n foi ei’r.d hoe; ! 

But, hist of a)!, wit!) tendci h.ind doth shift 
His LOilc’ge gow’i, because cl t-oJar glow. 


- 'T.i' 

. •' k 







■:■:■' ' iAtLAD. 

a V;iia kv--*, ;, ^ 

f v i'/* 

'% v 'And hang's it an a bush, to scare the crow; 

Meanwhile, he pLuit-i in earrh tht' (iajjiiitd bean, 
Or fraiii.-. the \i>iins; i)or.)toi'S all a-n-'w, 

; Or plucks ^h^■ li,i^M,:iit leek foi pot^l■,e grci'n, 
^ith that eii'ipc’U'Iv !iei!i, rallM K.ile in ^ALeiikvii 

^ J J 

"l'f» i\ ' « ‘ ' 

i J,'' 

And .so he \vl'( Iv’'ht fnjitfn! h'liii 

’jji’ ^ Linked C.ull to <•:< ii f'.y I ,b v<i, hk- i^'. , 

‘ v: ' Or rules .*n Leapiii!'’'' lui'i, or *iiiii. lirr how’rs;- 

‘ ■*' - ' 

Would theu nil; oue y trioi • si; h wiehLi .'p he, 

^ ,J ' O' 

I;', '■ '* To sway e i; !■ e.ipi: d ,ie i K nde 

Of Cam ..n.i b"'.: i».;, rJ.i.'’' ' ar ’ ,)i-li 

V ' 

Tliere ib'vii.;, I vvey, simp ih 'iph nonniofi-. 

. That tl'M-s n.i r loi'!! V. o, I , M'.i ..r.'lf'ih’ « h. 

^ > * 

But wear, a (ioory he;..*, ap.’ t ‘U ;u tlo-.v ly speech 


n.ALUAIh 


r 

I?-:; 

'rAC.'/" .- 




It was not in the Wintei 
Our Ifit \vJs c,. 1 ', 

It was thel'inji of Fe-..i\ — 

We pliiek'd tin n a- we paisV]; 

That ciiiirlisli season nev. i fi own’d 
On early lovers yet:— 

Oh, no--die world was newl} crown’d 
With flowers whtn hr a wt met! 














STANZAS TO TOM WOOBGATE 


Or are you the flonno'ers keep, 

Sonic il'j/u) l-.'i' ,- f.itlioms deep, 

-KirK: .I’id shell - .'ibouxid-— 
V’lr!) ‘i-tno <.l'i Tilton t-n your clicst, 
Aiul t'.vi i^i' friavx' mcimir; foi a 'ques^ 
I'w jii',,! rli iT you ari‘—ihinvi-’d ? 


.ivvWf i - ri ( wave, od apt t-' J>'lng 

/i -lliMi (» doom ’JH I - ll.i'n. - i 

A n'eic fii’K ii (! ■ tK i' /; 

Yor have enthi' e >lu i - -ti ' 
Aijd jif—ihc s.iju ‘ i>. < : ;-f - 

A {;ood m a ‘ i *!:* in ' 


Oh, no—i I:<'u the i,: I ;our: eye 

Sriil *v iti !■< T L ha, ar,'; il-'vd. sm! -< > . 

d hat still flu I.! I ho' - 

A\r '■Vikin;,^ IjTjIk up - punqi'- aid ad!-— 

Voui rojoth ‘lill h ij n’ (u'oin w< i . 1 , 

Oi hidi-in-- which I'ai f h 

I dkc yoji 'IV-m < aad hi ihe i 
Gii.C' hotiO'^-t worth it' . *rx^t piaisc, 

Uo pnflr.'it lioriw.irh <. > ix 
For tliO'.vah you met these word? ot mine. 
All L ft^'i-lca:ria’L'' was a line 
Yoti, somehow, Jit-vez ernsfi’d 1 




•\r' ^ , 

STANZAS TO TO?A WOODGATE 

Maybjvp ne’er slull meet again, 

Ejteept oa thar Pacift’ main. 

Beyond th^ pUiK'r'- brink * 

Yet, as we ti.'t have Inavecl fie* vv* .itii- r, 
Still mav we !lo.ct iiuhlle Iceei !;•.i, 

4 O’ 

As eomiucli •« .mi tMi ii ! ! 

Mat'.y a hc.Klilin;.’ j'-ile v.'- \e l,j.J 

'J’o‘'eih(.r, . 11 ).i !ii\ j.,ii 

^ 1 ' 

Somi li)\i p 1 (1 ; 

When imp/ ,im! hi,it!, 'f v/lM '•v-ves'd. 

And <'1( tlu* gi'oit ‘•11'/'' 

'rhi. nia'-Vr oi i'lU ina'.; j — 

’'I'was th;.' c * ! inpl t mi htnv 

To chfj.i) ill'' !''‘!!ovv’'i hii. ly Inow, 

Or Lie,'VC the mj'in}’ Ik up - 
'ro boi(!«l (lie oiian wild. 

With - (<nlv as a child 

I'he waters. i-ookM li> deep, 

Oh, who can tell rliai hiave delight, 

To see die his ir,g w.ue in ini,.^ht 
Come lampant like .. n.ike' 

To leap his lion id eu : .ird fi-a^t 
One’s eye upon the biiny h' .i r., 

Left coDchant in die w.ike 1 


STANZAS TO TOM WOODGATB* 


»S4 


Tln-simi’k 'i'qjlu'rd’s love is still 
To l<a''iv U{><m a '.Jinny liill, 

Th> li!i'.! in.iij UMiiis i(u' vail — 

Wl’li 'i.-’*! ihi'ii laiirii't, I : 
lit l!ie .'iWfliin'/, 

t »’ I < ^ 

J liaf j'l biith luH .n.i! 


I un ti'. 

m 

i>1 i I, 

j'l 1 V .!■ li 

'j'o li 11 tin V, 

• !\v‘ f.'v 'J 

»!'. i‘> 'tl Jii 

IJjilik sli*' 

I'jil. ; i: 

1 

* t \ t y 

'i luit iiieijy 

fiy t\-' a 

'1 f f uuit,' 

(Jn bouJi! till 

T 

J 1 I t , 

■1 11K ‘ . ij i>'Lv;, 

'i'lil Oi\.,U 

'• ' >i 111' 

' 4 14 

1 -1, 1 f. 


1 loiii.!: t" !• 1 ^ii< ''ll !i>v < 

« 

r.'i' 


'I'iiat i" '.I .(1 .r- ' 

, .rJ 

‘'Ill- - 

'Tiir M o -p k idi 1 i, 

. ( 


Al) tij-'i.yiid I'kv i.iii ii. 1 

>v\ 

I .li. 

K> I'ps ip'ii; 'n ^ 1' O')’ r.M 


L W ('ll 


or \va\< .* inn ),.i> ! 

It is no ianli - Ti..i( '.ri 'i 
or-.yo *1 > I -'i iMt-V p.i.vi.i 

r> '1 i. i(! 

H * < 1 f' 

T'k.Iy ail 'O onu 

Tom -.nij 1 ro liiui 

^i'liL w'u‘ci'-in n> ! 



AUTCJMN, 


Mcthinks T sve the shlnins^ hench ; 

' The wot ly wtivrs, rji-h after t h, 

f/c‘i the 

I s.]>y the ‘.Mim jmvf-ntjie '-pj ! 

TJie jt)lh''hoafm ui .tafuiuit; 

'] he maiiis iti ne.-rniii;' tliin!/ I 

Anti ihcu thty lio.jr- ^h,' s.nliMg ciaft 1 
‘I'he Rail is lip lit v/'i.l .li'.ift — 

'1 he hat'.' t f: im a.ij'l at. 

Alas' ti' .I’t! .1 i.K.irs- ;i lit, ! 
pii'iitj . Imp i', sr.iraire *'5', 

To haul iiiy lui/ti' 'hti ' 

Alj’ iliha (h,' ii‘u ' ; — 

Mf (i.ih ) . ill f; !m >(. I iih jj- - 
Aly fiail -- S. I h > i; .i: ‘ii {ell ! 

Allien, the \va't . t!u winil, tie ly ! 
INIlU-- ni'-ij. u't -•jnut,'t I.uU aw.iy! 
Tom \\ ijiL J'.n Wi'li ! 


-ir'ihiMN, 

Thk 7\ii{mnn ski, s .iit fii'iu J \i'ith 
Anil fair aih! lalpT^ ‘‘'h'- f'': 'nu ; 
These arc hnl sfosan- ol wlptei col.!, 
And puint.-d iru-«t» ?!:.:< uueiKh ihc sun 



SERENADE. 

) 

In sLTivr no sweet birds sinjf, 

Insirtct l>ou;'ii' no bird can shroud; 
'i'hc'ie are luit leaves rhat take to wing^ 
An<l ^vintry winds fiut pi])e loud. 

*'ris not trees'’ slt.ule, but cloudy olooins 
on till’ eln <‘rJ(‘ss e.illei ^ Ti!!. 

'Tbi^ llo'.vMs.'ie in tin 31 jMU'-sy tondi->, 
And tiMjs of tbw arc on tliuji all. 

sr.i^ !:n 

All sweet. l.Li.'e l.icnvcit !iow 

1 wake U’ld pc’ lonaU vv.itf lji-« keej’'^ 
Atn! vet wliiis 1 .1 !.lt, s tiiec now. 

Alcfinnk. tl3<'ii sn'.’lvst in t) y -.lecp. 

’'1 is‘AVi'i-t c3i.iiip,h to oj.'J-i int ’\c(‘p. 

That fctidf ‘1 tJioiji;!' ; ^ )ijve coid th.-e, 
Tiiat wlliic ibe w,>;].} js iiu.Ij o >.(i deep. 
Thy soil! <■ ,rc:lKi]i'5 awake nf mu I 
Sleep on, "leip on, Aveet t)jide of sleep 1 
Wi'j; |p)ldeiL vi^.on-. ie.j ihy clower, 
Wliilf 1 tld^' niij’iiii],* \ .11 klip. 

And blo'S ihie i!i tiiy al» nt liowor; 

T'(- nv' 'tis fliaii the jiower 

Oi ship, and i.i.iy uie.’nis unlurl'd, 
'JT.it i ill* !!i, .it ibis ,iill hour, 

in putient ion ourwaich Uie world. 


( H7 ) 


ODE TO THE MOON. 


Mother of light! how fairly dost tl»oii go 
Over those hoary erects, divinely led 1— 

Art tliou that huntress of the silver how. 

Fabled of old ? Or rather ilost thou treat! 

Those cloudy summits thence to garx* below. 

Like the wild Chamois from her Alpine snow. 
Where hunter nevei climb'd,—secure horn dread? 
How many antique fancies have I read 
Of tliat mild presence! and how many wrought 1 
Wondious and bright. 

Upon the silver light, 

Chasing fair figures with the artist. Thought! 

What art thou like ?—Sometimes I see thee ride 
A far-bound gtiUey on its perilous way, 

Whilst breezy waves toss up their silvery spray« 
Sometimes behold thee glide. 

Cluster’d by all thy family of stars. 

Like a lone widow, through the welkin wide, 
Whose pallid cheek the midnight sorrow mars 
Sometimes t watch thee on from tteep to steep. 
Timidly lighted by thy vestal torch. 

Till in some Latmian cave I see tlieti creep. 

To catch the young Endymion aslee\>,— 

Leaving thy splendour at the jagged porch !— 


ODE TO THE MOON. 


Oh, thou art beautiful, howe'er it be ! 

Huntress, or Dian, or whatever named ; 

And he, the veiiest Pagan, that first framed 
A silver idol, and ne’er worslijpp’d thee !—■ 

It IS too late—or Uiou should’st have my knee— 
'Poo late now for the old Ephesian vows. 

And not divine tlie crcsc('nt on thy blows! — 
Yet, eali thee noth.iug but the nu ie mild IVlooii, 
liehind tho^e c!ie''Luut boughs. 

Casting tlieir dappled shadow s at my feet ; 

! \vU] be graielul for that simple boon. 

In many a iJjoughtlul verse and antlmni .iwtet. 
And bless thy dainty face w)i«. ne’er we nxe* £, 


In nights far gone,—ay. far away and dead,— 
lieforc Care-frcttCvi, with a lidl( v, rve,— 

I was thy wooer on my little h, <], 
l-,t'tting the early hours of :e:.t go by, 

To see thee flood the h. aven with milky light. 
And feed thy snow-white swans, before I slept; 
For thou wert then purveyor of my dreams,— 
Thou wert Jic fairies’ arniomei, that kept 
'J’heir binnisidj 'nilms, and rjinwns, ami coislets bi 
I'Jicu Spears, and gJittering mails; 

And ever thou didst •.]‘iU in winding streams 
Sparkie*'' and mldnigUt gleams. 

For fT'hes to new gloss their argent sc.iles!— 


ODE TO THE .MOON. 
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Why sighs ?—^why creoping tears ?—why clasped hands?—> 
Is it to count the hoy’s expended dow’i ? 

That fairies since have broke their gifttMl wands? 

That young Dt-light, like any o’crhlown /iow’r. 

Gave, one L-y one. its «wet‘t leaves to rtu giounJ — 
Why then, f.ur Moon, foi ,J1 ihon jTKiik'i.t no hour, 
Tliou art a s.ivlder dial to fdd ’J nne 
'I'lian evei I ha' e fouihi 
On sunny gaiden-plof. ot n:os’ -'pii>wn towh, 

Motto'd witli St, rn and inelaruboly liiynie. 

Why should I giicia foi this —Oii 1 must ye.iin 
Whilst 'lime, ''■,)ns]jhator with TMtiHOiy, 

Keej js his cold .islit's in an :incii.iit uni, 

Ricldy omhoss’d with (hihlhood's u'vehy. 

With leaves and cluster’d fiuiis, and flow’is c teitie,-— 
(Elernai to the woild, tlioiigh not to rric). 

Aye tJi'U'i' will thou ’nravc -poits and idossoms l^c* 

’riic deatliloss w'rcatli, and iiiuiecay’d lesioon. 

Wiien I am hear .ed wdtliin,— 

Less tlian the pallid prinuose to the Moon, 

1‘hat now she watches througli a v:i])r’ur tlihi. 

So let it he:—Befojc T lived to 

I'hou wert in Avon, and a thout.ind rilis. 

Beautiful Orb ! and so, w'hen ’er 1 lie 
Trodden, thou wilt he gazoig ironi thy Idil*. 

Blest be tliy loving liglit, -wherL'er it sjiilli, 

And blessed thy fail face, O motlM mild! 



10C> 


THE EXILE, 


Still shine, the soul of jlvers .is tliey mn. 

Still lend thy lonely lamb to lovers fond, 

And Mend their plip;htcd shadows into one - 
Still smile at even on the bedded child. 

And close Ids eyelids with tliy silvtT wand ! 


- «- 

THE EXILE. 


The Swallow with summer 
Will wi7ip o'er the S(*a\ 

The ^viiKi that 1 5>i^;h tv) 

Will vi'^.it thy tree-i. 

Tin: sliip tli.vt it hj^tem 
Thy pints v-lil contain. 

But me!—1 nev»;r 

See En^/uiid aguic ! 

'J'hcre’s many tii.it wecp tliere. 
But one weeps alone. 

For the tears that are filling 
So far fioni her own ; 

So far from thy own, love. 

We know not our pain ; 

If death i*? between u% 

Or only the main. 



THE SF4 OF DEATH. 




When the white cloud reclines 
On the verjve of the seaj, 

1 fancy the white clifTs, 

And dream upon thee ; 

But the cloud spreads it? wlnj^s 
'J'o the hhu: hi,avhi and flies. 
We never '^iiaU meet, love. 
Except in the skies! 


TI-IE 3EA OF DEATH. 

A KRAOMENT, 


-M< thought 1 saw 

Idfe swiftly treading; over endless space; 

And, at her foot-print, hut a hygone i)aee, 

Th e ocean Ta-^t, which, with increasing wave. 
Swallow’d her 6tt*ps like a pursuing grave. 

Sad w'cre my thoughts that anchor'd silently 
On tlie dead w'aters of that paiisiunless sea, 
Unstirr’d by any touch of living hreath ; 

Silence hung over it, and drowsy Death, 

Like a goiged sea-hiid, s!»*pt with folded wings 
On crowded carcases—■sad passive things 
That wore tlie thin g’-ey surface, like a veil 
Over the calmness of their features prde. 
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TIIC SKA or DKATX! 


And t!u*re spj iiij^-farod f that did deep 

Like \vatei-lili{-j ''ti that iii'»rionii'Ss drt'p. 

How I>e:iiuiri]' ' with I)ri;;)]t imniHled ludr 
On ..iL'i’k uiilif'ltid Inow'^ aiul i-)ls ♦^li.st were 
Buiied ill niailiJi umib*!, a pah' evlip't*' 

An<! “'iniled'eihmpled che<'h^, .ir.'i j/l< a ant Hp'., 

IMeekl)' apair. as ii the soul ua-'nw 

Sp'iki out in >jii‘ams t rit-> ov.n innonna-; 

And so tuev i.iY ill lovelhu''., a.id kipt 
The hi''th'ni‘::;hf ol tlieir ji. ,u’i, that ! o'e eVn ^\^-pt 
vri} of fluir l..ip,'n' tio.Jt 

For tl'eie weu‘ lU-i^j.h.'nMii Lnons ^i.in’d hy the l iiU'iS 
Ol stjiie and mu'unviiip - whin thiie Inu! set 
Hi ctookeii ant‘»;;ie,)'Ii, uud uiun «■! the jit 
O' i^lossy lock'., wi'h ho'low eyi 
And lips tiiai nirlM in hiiteiius- .md ^'-oin— 
vVicfched,—th<y had hieethe., of'thi woih!'-. pain 
And so heqiieailnd it to jIk* '//li’n 

Thronph tin. behoUl. i’* heLiji jii h'.e '■ii'h'-i- 
So J.iy they parmtnti .i in torpiii h'h*', 

Undci the pill of a tiansji.irent nli jiK 
Like solemn apparitioi.'. hiilM ^uhiinK* 

'I’o evoila<«;tng rest,—and with tliejo 'Time 
Sle])f, t'.s he '.le\ ps upon the siietit hiie 
Of a dark dial in a sunkss place. 
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i? on swallw’-' \V'V'\>, 

And Etith !'*.' i'nii.. ! all Ivai (T*;: 
No niort-ti'( Ink, — 1 'ir riiiM'-r Tn^s, 

liiit Silt;tU’i‘ ' In f.ula ' ! o\v n 


’j’liniL !s 

or \\''iu{a<' < !■ k f 
Tliai' 5' ill ■\'i.oo»l 


Oil '!)>■ jtkuii 
'•ilia-'r; .rlis,— 
n Miioiiiii '.oi’nd 


O*' ho ! '^v \\ o'l'n'^ d lounil, 

i i'* !io in IvT d, i‘i > HTi'^ 5 
Tot onc'"' lud tni'i o' a I'lcphctO'’'^. 

Sim idiiiop, .Anti:", n ■ t 'ii in ll'sf. 

Aiui lii'Mliio-, )n . j,-ii ill ‘siidckn •'ioh';. 
Wirh rlonJi d f-io*, .•md Sin/a i 1. y^s 
T iut (|'ai.*nL’h ilK’P.va Ivc', ainl Mdo in ni! t. 


Yi’i., Si’iniVK I'-i f^o’io Irin- jjnrp'aiU bn;;ht( 
Its olorlons (l.iys o( coidcn Hj'ht 

Ai'j j^onv—l)n‘ mindt ^ims tli.-t tiuivcr, 
']*hc‘n mi.'Ir in '["mo*'; (^^k-^o's^.o’lf•; iivor 
Gonn ilic swiN'cIy-'-conti'd Initve 
Tliat spoke* in nm''Ic to tiie tnos; 

Gone—for damp anri chilly breath. 

As if flesh blown o'ci rn.itiilr seas, 

Or nevv'lv ii'nm thi* hm'.p- (if Death. 
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Gone its virgin rosch’ blushes. 

Warm as when Aurora nislies 
Freshly from tlu god’s embrace. 

With all lier shame upon her face. 

Old Time lialJi laid them in the mould; 
Snre he is blind as well as old. 

Whose hand relentless never spares 
Young cheeks so beauty-biight as tlieir^il 
Gone are the flame-eyed lovers now 
From where so blushing-blest they tariied 
Under the bawthoin's blossom-bought, 
Gone ; for Day and Night are manriej. 
All the light of love is fled:— 

Alas! that negro breasts should hide 
The lips that weie so iosy red, 

At moining and at even-tide! 

Delightful Summer! then adieu 
Till thou shait visit us anew: 

But wlio witliout regretful sigh 
Can say, adieu, and see ihee fly ? 

Not he tliat e’er hath felt tity pow’r. 

Hi') Joy expanding like a flow’r, 

That Cometh alter rain and snow, 

Looks up at heaven, and learns to glow;- 
Not he that fled from Babel-strife 
To the green sabbath-land of life, 

I'o dodge dull Care 'mid cluster’d trees, 
Aiul coni his forehead in the breeze 
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Whose spirit, weary-worn, perchance, 

SI look from its wings a weight of grief. 
And perch'd upon an aspen leaf, 

For every breath to make it dance. 


Farewell!—on wings of sombre stain. 

That blacken in the last bliu* skies, 

7 ’hou fiy’st; but thou wilt come again 
On the gay w'ings of butterflh'S. 

SjTiing at thy approach will sprout 
Her new Coiinthian beauties out. 
Leaf-woven homes, where twitter-word# 
Will gi ow to songs, and eggs to birds; 
Ambitious buds shall swell to flowers. 

And Apiil smiles to sunny hours. 

Blight days shall be, and gentle niglits 
Full of soft breath and echo-lights 
As if the god of sun-time kept 
His eyes half-open while he slept. 

Roses shall be where roses wore. 

Not shadows, but reality; 

As if they never perish’d there. 

But slept in immortality; 

Nature shall thiill with new delight. 

And Time’s relumineil river run 

Warm as young blood, ami dazzling bright. 

As if its source wire in the sun I 
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But suy, hath Winter then no charms? 
Is there no j('y, no ji^Iadncss warms 
His aged heart ? no happy wiles 
To cheat the hoary one to smiles? 
Onward ho comes—the cruel North 
Pour* his furious wliiilwliul forth 
Befoie liim—and we breathe the breath 
Of famish'd bears that howl to death. 
Ottwurd he comes from rocks that blanch 
OVr solid streams that never flow: 

His tears all ice, his locks all snow. 

Just crept fiom some huge lual.sncho— 

A thing half-breathing and half-warm, 

As if one spark began to glow 
Within some statHe's mathle form, 

Oi pilgrim stiireuM in the storm. 

Oh! will not MiirliV light anow** fail 
To pierce tljar fiozen coa^ of mail? 

Oh ! will not joy hut .iLrive in vain 
To light up tliose glazed eyes again? 

No ! take Iiim in, anti blaze the oak, 
And poiif tlic wine, and warm the ale ; 
His sides shall shake to many a joke. 

His tongue shall thaw In many a tale. 

His eyes grow bright, his heart he gay. 
And even his palsy charm’d away. 

What heeds he then the boisterous shout 
Of angry winds that scold withoutj 
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Like shrewish wivLS at tavern door? 

What heeds he then the wild uproar 
Of billows bursting on the shore ? 

In dashin^lf vraves, in howling breeze, 

'I'herc is a music that can charm him ; 

When safe, and slu ltei’d, and at case. 

He licars die storm that cannot harm him. 

Bnthatk! those shouts ' that sudden din 
Of little hearts rl>at laugh within. 

Oh ! take him wdierc the youngsters play. 

And he will j;row as young as they! 

Tln‘y Ci>me! thty come! each hlue-eveil S[ioJ'r, 
Tile ’J\v;llth-Night King and all liis court— 
’'ris Mirth flesh, crown'd with misletoe ^ 

Music with her merry fiddles, 

Joy “on light f.iuta^tic toe,” 

Wir with all his jests and riddles, 

Singing and dancing as they go. 

And Love, young Love, among the resi, 

A welcome—nor unbidden guest. 

But still for Summer dost thou grieve f 
Then read our Poets—tliey shall weave 
A garden of green fancies still. 

Where thy wash may rove at will. 
l*liey have kept fer after-treats 
The essences of summer .sweets. 
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And echoes of ifs songs that whid 
In endless music through the mind : 

They have stamp'd in visible traces 

The “ thonglits that breathe/* in Avords ll»at shine- - 

I'he flights of soul in sunny places— 

To greet and company with thine. 

I'liese shall wing thee on to flow’rs-— 

'I'he past or futuic’, that shall seem 
All the brighter in ihy dream 
For blowing in such desert houis. 

The summer never shines so hriglu 
As thought-of in a winter's night; 

And the sweete'^t, loveliest lose 
Is in the bud befoie it blows ; 

The dear one of the los'er’s heart 
Is painted to his longing eyes, 

In charms she ne’er can lealisc— 

But when she turns again to part. 

Dream thou then, and hind thy brow 
With wreath of fancy roses now. 

And drink of Summer in the cup 
Where the Muse hath mix’d it up ; 

The “ dance, and song, and sun-hurnt mirth,** 
With the warm nectai of the earth: 

Drink I ’twill glow in every vein. 

And tlioii shalt dream tlie winter through: 

Then waken to the sun again. 

And find thy Summer Vision true! 



( ) 


TO JANE. 


Wei.come, dear Heart, and a most kind gooU-monow ; 
Tlie day i*} gloomy, but our looks shall shine;— 
Flowers I have none to give tJiee, but 1 borrow 
'J'heir sweetness in a verse to speak for thine. 

Here are red Roses, gather'd at thy clieeks, 

'J'he white wore all tr>o happy to look wliitc, 

For love the Rose, loi faitli the Lily »spt aks; 

It witlieis in false hands, hut here ’tis briglit! 

Dost love sweet liyaciuLh ? Its scented leaf 
Curls manilold,—all love’s dtdights blow double ; 

'I'is said this llow’iet is insciibed with giief,— 

But let tliat hint of a forgotten tiouble. 

I pluck’d tlie Primrose at night’s dewy noon , 

Like Hope, it show’d its blossoms in tlie night 
'Twas, like Endymion, watching for the Moon 
And here are Sun-flowers, amorous of liglit I 

These golden Buttercups are April’s seal,— 

I'he Daisy-stars her constellations be: 

These grew so lowly, J was forced to kneel* 

Therefore I pluck no Daisies but tor cnee^ 
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TO HOPE. 


Here’s Daisies for the morn. Primrose for glcKim* 
Pansies and Roses for the noontide honrs :— 

A wifyht once made a dial of their bloom,— 

So may tliy lift* be measured out by flowers! 


TO HOPE, 


On ! take, younp; sera]di, take thy harp, 

And play to me so thet rily ; 

For jjrief is dark, and care i'? sharp. 

And life wear^ ojj so weaiily. 

Oh 1 take thy fiai]> 1 
Oh i sing- as tlion weie wont to do, 

When, all youth's sunny season lor>g, 

1 sat and listen’d to thy song, 

And yet ’twis esci, ever new. 

With magic iji its heaveii-tiinul st;iiig— 

The future bliss thy constant tli(*me. 

Oh ! then each little woe took wing 
Away, like oiiautonis of a dteam j 
As if each sound 
That fluttered round 
Had floated over Lctl>e’s stream I 

By all those briglit and Isappy Iiouis 
We spent in lilt’s sweet eastern how’rs. 

Where thou wouldst sit and smile, and show? 

Ere buda weic come, wlierc flowers would grow. 


TO HOPE, 


171 


Artel oft anticipate the rise 

Of life’s warm sun that scaled the skies j 

By many a stetry t>f lov e . 111 J g^lory. 

And fiienddtlps ]»Toniis>cd olt to me; 

By all the faith 1 lent to thee,— 

Oil! take, younj; seraph, take tliy Iiuip, 
And play to me so ehceiily ; 

For grid is vlaik, aiu! catc is •'harp. 

And life wears on so wtaiily. 

Oil! take thy harp I 


Perchance the strings will sound less char, 
'I’hat long have Iain neglected hy 
Ill sonow’s misty atmosjdien-; 

It ne’er may spi.ik as it has spoken 
Sucli joyijus nt)tis so hnSk and Jilgh ; 

But are its golden s'lioid) ail broken? 

Are theu; not some, though weak and low. 
To jilay a lullaby to woe: 

But thou Citnst sing of love no more, 

P'or Celia show'd that dieam was vain ; 
And many a fancied Mi'.', is o'er. 

That comes not e’en iei diearns again. 
Alas! alas! 

How pleasures pass. 

And leave thee now no subject, save. 

The peace and bliss biyeiid the giave! 


I LOVE I'lIEE. 


Then be thy flight among the skies: 

Take, then, oh! take the skylark’s wiujj. 
And leave dull earth, and heavenward rise 
O'er all its tearful clouds, and sing 
On skylark’s wing! 

Another life*spring there adorns 
Anothi'r youtli. without the dread 
Of cruel care, whose crown of thorns 
Is here for manlmod’s aching head. 

Oh! there are realms of welcome daj', 

A world where tears arc wiped, away \ 

Then be thy fligid. among the skies: 

Take, then, oh ! take the skylaik’s wing. 
And leave dull earth, and heavenwaid lise 
O'ei all its tearful clouds and sing 
On skylark’s wingl 

- 

r LOVE THEE. 


1 LOVR tliee—T love thee ! 

’Tis all that I can say ,— 
It is my vision in the night, 
My dreaming in the day ; 
The very echo of my Iieai t. 
The blessing when I pray 
I love thee—I love thee ! 

Is all that I can say. 
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I love thee—T love thee I 
Is ever on my tongue; 

In all my proudest poesy 
That chorus still is sung ; 

It is the vet diet of my eyesj 
Amidst the gay and voting: 

I love thee—1 love thee ! 

A tlionsand nuiul-i among. 

1 love thee —\ love thee ! 

Thy bright and ha?.el glance, 

The mellow lute upon tlio-e lips, 

Whose tender rones entrance ; 

Hut most, dear heart of hearts, thv proofs 
Tliat still these words enhance, 

I Jove thee—I lot't thee ! 

Whatever be thy chance. 

STANZAS ON COMING OF AGE. 

To-D.tY it is my natal day, 

'I'hree ’prentioeships have past away, 

A part in woik, a part in play. 

Since I was f>ound to lile! 

This first ofMav I come of ay**. 

A man, I enter on the stage 
Where human passions fret and rage. 

To mlntd'* i''! the staif'. 
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It ouj^ht to be a happy date. 

My fiieuds they all con^iatulate 
Tliat I am com^^ V' “Man's Estate,” 

'I'o some, a grand event; 

Eut ah ! to me descent allots 
No acres, no patcnial spots 
In Beds, Backs, Hertv, Wilis, Essex, Notts» 
Hants, Oxon, Bciks, or Kent, 


From John o’Groat’s to Land's End search, 
I have not one i od, pole, or pei ch, 

To pay my rent, or tithe to church. 

That I can call my own. 

Not common-right for goose Oi ass; 

Then what is man’s Estat,; ? Alas ! 

Six feet by two of n,mild and grass 
When I am du^t. and bone. 


Reserve the feast! The board forsake I 
Ne’tr tap the wine—don’t cut the cake. 
No toasts or fooliih .‘.petches make, 

At which my reason spurns. 

Before thi,') happy term you praise, 

And prate about retuins and days. 

Just o’er my vacant rent-roll gaze. 

And sum up mv returns. 
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I know wlierc great estates descend 
I'hat here is Boyliood’s legal end. 

And easily can comprehend 

How “ Manors make the Man.** 
But as for me, I was not born 
To quit-rent of a peppercorn. 

And gain no ground tins blessed mora 
From Beersheba to Dan, 


No barrels broach—no bonfires makcl 
To roast a bullock for my sake, 

Who In the countr}' have no stake. 
Would be too like a quiz ; 

No hannei'M hoist—let off no gun— 
Fitch no marquee—devise no fun—• 
But tJdnk when man is Twenty-One 
What new delights are his I 


What is the moral legal fact— 

Of age to-day, I’m free to act 
For self—free, namely, to contract 
Engagements, Ixmds, and debts; 
I’m free to give my 1 O U, 

Sign, draw, accept, as majors do; 
And free to lose my freedom too 
For want of due assets. 
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I am of ag-e^ to ask IMiss Ball* 

Or that great heiress. Miss Duval, 

7'o go to church, humj\ squiut, aiul all. 
Anil be my own for life. 

But put such reasons on tlieir shelves, 
7'o tell tlie tiiith between oiir>,elves* 

I’m one of those contented elves 
Who do not want a wife. 


What else belongs to Manliood still t 
I’m old enough to make my will 
With valid clause and codicil 
Before in turf 1 lie. 

But 1 have nothijig to bequeath 
Ill earth, or waters underneath. 

And in all candour let me bicut he, 

I do r.ot want to die. 


Away 1 if tills be Manhood’s forte. 
Put by tlic sherry and the port— 
No ring of bells—no rustic spore— 
No dance—no merry pipes! 

No floweiy gardens—no boiiqiie,— 
No Birthday Oue ro sing or say— 
To me it fw.crns this is a day 

For 1)1 tad and cheese anci swipes. 
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To Justitv the te.^tive cup 

What honors hc.rc are conjured up! 

What thing’s fA bitter hite and sup, * 

Poor wretciieil 'J'wcnfy-One’ft! 

No landed liimpsj but Iriimps and bumps, 
(Discretion’s x’)icys are iar Ironi trump-') 
Domestic ciisconl, dowdies, dumps. 

Death, dockets, debts, and duns. 


If you must drink, ob drinK the King ’’— 
Reform—tire Church— the Press —the Ring, 
Drink Aldgate Pump—or anytldng, 

Jiefore a toast like this! 

Nay, tell me, coming thus of age. 

And turning o’er tills son-y page. 

Was young Nineteen so far from sage.^ 

Or young Eighteen hom bliss ? 

Till thre dull, cold, wet, happy morn- 
No sign of May about tire thorn,— 

Were Love and Bacchus both unborn ? 

Had beauty rot a shape! 

Alakc answer, sweet Kale Finncrty ! 

Make answer, lads of Trinity ! 

Who sipped with me Divinity, 

And r^uali’d the ruby grape 1 
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No flummery then from flowery 
No three time's three and hip-hip-iiip», 
Because I'm ripe and full cf pips— 

I like a little jjreen. 

To put me on my solemn oath. 

If sweep-like 1 could stop my sjrowtii 
I would remain, and nothing loth, 

A boy—about nineteen. 


My friends, excuse me these rebukes 
"W ere I a monarch’s son or duke’s, 

Go to the Vatican of Meux 

And broach iii'i biggest barreis— 
Impale whole elephants on spits— 
Ring I'om of Lincoln till L’ ■splits. 
And dance into St. Vitus’ hts, 

And break your winds with carols. 


But ah! too well you know my lot. 
Ancestral acres greet me not. 

My freehold’s in a garden-pot. 

And bandy wortli a pin. 

Away then with all festive stufl! 

Let Robins advertise and puJf 
My Man’s Estate,” I’m sure enough 
1 sliall not buy it in> 


\ ) 


OLD BALLAD. 


TiJERE was a Fairy lived in a well, 

And she pronounced a magical spt?U; 

“ Whoever looks in this wive,’' she saldi 
** Shall see tlie lady that he’s to wed ! ” 

A Kin^ came hy with liis hunting-spear 

And stoop'd to look in the waters clear; j 

He laid by the brim the signet of gold, j 

I And gave his Brother lus crown to hold. | 

i i 

i 

But while he knelt and was looking down, | 

His Brother stood and tried-on the crown ; 

The pearls weie bright, and the rubies brave. 

So he tumbled his brother into the wave. 

** Oh Brother, oh Brother, you've got my ring 
And the lawful crown tliat made me king ; 

But your heart shall fail, and your hand shall quake. 

And the head that wears rny jewels shall ache ! 

The murderer s'tood and look’d from the blink, 

"The sun is so hot, 1 slrould like to drink ! ” 

But lo I as he iloop'd with a silver cup. 

His head went down, and his heels flew up I 
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Oh 1 Brotlier, oh ! Brothci,—I've got youi ciown 
But the weight of the jewels has piill'J me down, 
You shall be down'd in the •'kies again,— 

But I shall be murkVl on the biow' like Cain I ” 

Down he sank in the dhnial wave. 

As a)ld LIS death, and dai k as ihe grave ; 

But when he came to the stones at last, 

’i'he Fairy caught him, and hedd him fast. 

She took him into her crystal hall 
And theie he saw his fate in the wall; 

She look'd rosy, but he look'd white. 

And all the tapers were burning brigiit. 

The King leap'u down fiom liis Fairy tin one, 

With eyes that biigliter diainuiida shoJ)C j 
Ilis left liand balanced a goldvt) glolje, ^ 

But his light ham! iilKil hi-, jmjple lobe. 

*‘Oh Brotlierl oh Bjoiher! benJ down your knee. 
But kneel to heaven, and not to me. 

For God niayfrow'non your grievous &in, 

But Bm too happy you push’d me in. 

Come hitlier, come liither, you’re welcome now, 

To my crown of gold that decks your brow; 

There's smiles worth hcav’n on my true-love’s face. 
And she has made me King of this pLice ! ” 





( ) 


EPICUREAN REMIN[SCENCES OF A 
SEN'i'lMENTALIST. 


j “ IFy Tables! Meat it is, I set U dow'ii I ”—IIamliit. 

I - 

1 THINK it was spring—but not certain 1 am— 

When my passion Ix'j^an first to woik ; 

But I know we weie ccitainiy looking foi lamb, 

And the season was (jver foi pc.rk. 

j 

’Twasat Christmas, T think, w Ikmi I met with Mi.ss Chase 
I Y<&,—foi Moni^ irad asked me to dinCj— 

i And I thought I fuid never beheld such a faccj 

I 

j Or so nohJo a turkey and cliine. 

1 

1 

Placed close by her oide, it made others quite wild, 
With sheer envy to witness my luck ; 

I low slie blushed as 1 gave her some tin tie, and smil'd 
As I aftenvaids otlered some duck. 

1 looked and I languished, alas, to my cost. 

Through tlu ee courses of dishes and meats; 

Getting deeper in love—but my heait was quite lost, 
Wlicii it came to the triile and sweets! 

With a rent-roll that told of my houses and land, 

To lier parents I told my designs— 

And then to herself I presented my hand, 

Witli a very line pottle of pines 1 
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I asked her to havtj mo for weal or for woe. 

And she did not object in the least;— 

1 can’t tell the date—but we married, I know. 
Just in time to have game at the feast. 

We went to-> it certainly was tlie seaside j 

For the next, the most blessed of morns, 

1 remember how fondly 1 gazed at my bride. 
Sitting down to a plateful of prawns. 

O never may mem’ry lose sight of that year, 

But still hallow the time as it ought. 

That season tlie " grass was remarkably dear, 
And tlic peas at a guinea a quart. 

So happy, Uke hours, all our d.'y seem'd to haste, 
A fond pair, such as poets h'^vc drawn. 

So united in heart—^so congenial in taste. 

We were both of us partial to brawn I 

A long life 1 looked for of bliss witli my bride, 
But then Death—I ne’er dreamt about that! 

Oh there's notlning is certain in life, as I cried. 
When my turbot eloped with the cat! 

My dearest took ill at the turn of the year. 

But the cause no physician could nab; 

But sometliing it seem’d like consumption, I fear, 
It was just after supping on crab. 
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In vain she was doctor'd, in vain she was dosed. 

Still her strength and licr appetite pined; 

She lost relish for what she had relish’d tlie most. 
Even salmon she deeply declin’d! 

For months still I linger’d in hope and in doubt. 
While her form it grew wasted and thin ; 

But the last dying spark of existence went out. 

As the oysters were just coming in I 

She died, and she left me the saddest of men 
To indulge in a widower’s moan. 

Oh, I felt all the power of solitude then. 

As I ate my first natives alone 1 

But when T beheld Virtue’s friends In their cloaks. 
And with sorrowful crape on their hats, 

O my grief poured a flood I and the out-of-door folks 
Were all crying—1 think it was sprats i 

, — 

FUGmVE LINES ON PAWNING LIY 

WATCH, 

Farewell then, my golden repeater, 

We’re come to my Uncle’s old •^hop; 

And hunger won’t be a dumb-waiter. 

The Cerberus growls for a sop I 
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To quit thee, my comrade diurnal. 

My fceling-s will certainly scotch ; 

But oh! tlierc's a riot internal. 

And Famine calls out for tlie Watch 1 

Oh ! hunger’s a terrible trial, 

I really must have a relief,— 

So here goes the plate your dial 
To fetch me some Williams’s beef I 

As famish’d as any lost seaman, 

I've fasted for manv a dawn, 

And now must play cliess with the Demon, 
And give it a check with a pa^ort. 

I’ve fasted since dining at Bunde’s, 

Two days witli true P*;rccval zeal— 

And now must make up at my Uncle’s 
By getting a duplicate meal. 

No Peachum it is, or young Lockit, 

That rides my fob with a snatch ; 

Alas! 1 must pick my own pocket. 

And make gravy-soup of my watch I 

So long have I wander’d a starver. 

I’m getting as keen as a hawk; 

Time’s long hand must take up a carver. 
His short hand Lay hold oi a fork. 



LIlffRS ON PAWNING MY WATCH. 


Right heavy and sad the event is. 

But oh! it is Poverty's crime; 

Fve been such a Brownrigg’s Apprentice, 

I tlius must be ** out of my Time.’* 

Alas! when in Brook Street tlie upper 
In comfort 1 lived between walls. 

I’ve gone to a dance for Jny supper ;— 

But now I must go to Thiee Balls! 

Folks talk about dressing for dinner. 

But I hare for dinner undrest; 

Since Christmas, as I am a sinner. 

I’ve eaten a suit of niy best. 

I haven’t a rug or a mammock 
To fetch me a chop or a steak j 

I wish tliat the coats of my stomach 
Were such as my Uncle would take J 

Whun dishes were ready with garnish 
My watch nsed to warn with a chimiv— 

But now my reoeater must furnish 
I'he dinner in lieu of the time! 

My craving will have no denials, 

I can’t fob it ofH if you stay, 

So go,—and the old S'even Dials 
Must tell me die time of the dar. 


SONMET, 


zis 


Your chime* I ■'hall never more hear “^014 
To part is a 'j’ic jL)oi3!oureux ! 

But Tcnspus ha‘\ bis edax ivruin, 

And I have my Feeding-Time too! 

Fait'^vell then, my golden repeater. 

We*re come to my Uncle's old shop— 
And Hiingtr wont be a duirib-waiter. 
The Cerberus growls for a sop ! 


SONNET. 


Love, dearest Lady, suoii as I would speak, 

Lives not within the humour of the eye;— 

Not being but an outward phantasy. 

That skirns die surface ('fa tinted cheek,— 

Else it would wane with i)Ciiuty, uiid grow weak. 
As if the rose trade summer, —and so lie 
Amongst the perishable things that die. 

Unlike ihe love that I would give and seek : 
Whr",c heal‘Ii is of no hue—-to feel decay 
With cheeks’ deray. th 't have rs rosy piime. 

Love is its own great lovelinc.ss alway. 

And take.s new lustre from the touch of time; 

It'S bonj^ih own.s no December and no May, 

But bears ita blorsom into W'^inter’s clime- 
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DRINKING SONG. 

BY A MEMBEK OF A TCMl>EKANCF. SOCIETY. AS SUMO 
»Y MR. SPRINC, at WATERMAN’S HALL. 

Come, pass round the paii, boys, and give it no quarter. 
Drink deep, iiikI djiuk oft, and replenish your jiigp. 

Fill up, and I’ll give you a toast to your water— 

The Turncock, for ever! tnat opens the plugs! 

Tlien hiiy for a bucket, a bucket, a bucket, 

7‘berj hey for a i»urket. filled up to thebilni! 

Or, be-'f of all notions, lot’s have it by oceans. 
With plenty of room for a sink or a swim I 

Let topers of gra{5c-juice cxuldngly vapoui, 

But let us ju'it wiiispcr a word to tlie dv»;s. 

We water roads, Itorscs, silks, libands, bank-paper. 
Plants, poets, and miLses, and why not ourselves.? 

Then hey for a bucket, 5cc. 

The vintage they cry, tlunk of Spain’s and of France*®, 
The jigs, tlic bol('ro.s, fandangos, and jumps; 

But watePs the spring of all civilized dances. 

We go to a bail not in bottles, hut pumpj / 

Then bey for a bucket, iS:c. 

Let others of Dorchester epuff at their pleasure. 

Or honour old Meux with their thiisty regard— 

We’ll drink Adam’s ale, and we get it jioof measure. 

Or quaff heavy wet frou the butt in the yard 1 
Then bey for a bucket, &c. 



DRINKING CONG. 


zSS 

Some flatter ffin, brandy, and rum, on their merifi. 
Grog, Punch, and wJiat not, tJiat enliven a feasts 
*1’is true they ‘^tir up the animal spirits. 

But may not the animal tuvii out a Least ? 

Tlicii hev for a bucket, &c. 

• 

The Man of the Ark, who continued our species. 
He saved us by water,—^Imt as for the wine, 

We ail kncJw the figure, more sru! 

He made afttT tasting the juice of tlie \inc. 

Then hey for a bucket, &:c. 

3 n wine let a lorn* remember his j<*wel. 

And pledge her in Lumpt r'- fill'd brimming and oft 
But we can di'-tingr.ish iho kind from the crMcl, 
And toast them in water, the hani ot thr soft. 
Their hey for a Inicker, 5 cc, 

Some cross'd in their pii*: don ertn never o'erlook it. 
Hut take to a pistol, a knik, oi a beam r 
Whilst temperate swains aio enabled to brook it 
By help o! a little meandering stream. 

'I’hcn hey fitr a bucket, &t. 

i 

! Should fortune dlmlnisli our c.i.'.h’s sum-total, 

I Deranging our wits and our private affairs, 

I Though some, in such eases would fly to the bottle, 
i Thete’p nothing like water for drowning our cares, 
j '2’hen hey for a bucket, &c. 
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See drinkers of water, their wits never Jackinjr, 

Direct as a railm.i.d and smoodi In their 

But look at the hihl-'era ol wine, they go tacking. 

Like ships that liave met a foul \\ind in the JtraitJ 
I’lien hey ior a lAickf t. ficc. 


A fig then for Burgundy, Ciaie*-, o; IMountain, 
A few scanty gl.i'AC'. miisr limit y-ui wi^h. 

But he’s the true O'p-’j 'ii.it y t(j tii< fountain. 
The drinker that \eroy “oii'jl" hi.e :< fiMh!” 
'J'lieii iiey foi a I urkeC, tile. 


TTiE COMPASS', vrri'H variations 

One clo^e of day--‘tvv is in the hay 
Of N ipie-, ihay of p! 

W^'ldie light ■'.va' i 'ire^Ing eivneiis of gold 
On mountains j'i!;,;lii .md Imaty, 

A gallant haik got undei weigii. 

And with hei sails my stoiy. 


For Leghorn sht* was hound ditect. 
With wine and oii fot cargo. 

Her crew of men sonic nine c ten. 
The captain’s name \vas lago ; 

A. good and gallant hai k ?he was. 
La Donna (call’d del I ago. 
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Bronzed mariners were hers to view. 
With brown checks, clear or muddy. 
Dark, shining eyes, and coal-black hair. 
Meet In-acls for painter’s study; 
lint ’midst their tan there stood ‘bne man, 
WliOM- cheek was fair and ruddy ; 


11 is brow was high, a loftier brow 
Ne'er frh«>ne in song or sonnet. 

His h«Ii' a little scant, and when 
He doffed his cap oj honi-et. 

One s;nv tJiat Guy had gone beyond 
A prtmieiship upon it! 


His e)c—a passcii^;f‘r \va« he, 

'J’lic cabin h( had Imc-cl ir,-- 

His eye wa* grey, and ■«’Liicu lie look’d 

AiomkI t)ic 7>ro‘'pcf’t liicd it— 

A fine poetic li'jit, as if 
The Appe-Ni.ie insjdrcd it. 


Hh frame wris stout, iii ludght about 
Six fecr—will made and portly J 
Of dress and manner just to give 
A sketch, but voy stun fly. 

His order seemed a composite 
Ol ru.itic with tlie courtly. 
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He ate and quafl’d and joked and laughed^ 
And chatted wdth the seamen, 

And often task'd their skill and ask'd 
*'What weather r/t to be, man *** 

No demonstration then' a])pcar’d 
That he was any demon. 


No sort of sign theT'o w.ss tiiat ho 
Could raise a stjuny rumpus. 

Like I'lospeio make Ln-e/.es blow, 
And rocks and billows thnnip us,— 
But little we supposed what he 
CouM with tlie needle compa‘>»! 


Soon came a storm—tlie se.i at first 
Seem’d lying almost fallow— 

When lo! full crash, with billowy dash. 
From clouds of black and yellow. 

Came such a gale, as blows but once 
A cent’ry, like the aloe! 


Our stomachs we had just prepared 
To vest a small amount in ; 

When, gush ! a flood of brine came down 
The skylight—quite a fountain. 

And right on end the tabic rear'd, 

Just like the Table Mountain. 


i ,!•* - 


V. 
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4 troNg:''; 5 '#M 


Down rush'll tht" soup, rlown gush’d the wine^' ^ 

Each roll, its role repeating, ,> 

Roll'd down—the round of heel declar’d , 

For partii'g — not for moating! 

Oif tlew' thi; fowls, and all the game 

Was '• too far gone for eating! ” ' 'y,> 


kniie and lork—down went iho pork, 
T'he land) too hioke its tettui ; 

D'^wn mustard went—tadi rcnulipe nt— 

Salt—pepprt—all tog(.;h< r! 

Down e\'er)'t)iip;,, hi e ciaii- that seek 
'I'he Downs in sto.ni' wiathei. 


£ 

' y - 

*■ rfj* 

V 

t\ 1 . 


Dow’ii j)hiiig<\; ;iu' L.irl> of Mie , 
Her timbers scerriod to st u * 

Down, ilowii, a iheare iciiy ck'wn, 
SulK lurvh I'h' luir' j.o'ne Jievei j 
She almost se» Med about to i.ike 
A bed (/f di>wii io! eve'"! 

Down chop* the t.ipr,iiu’-„ m ther jaw, 
Tliiis lobb’d uf all b •. iisi-s. 

He thought he saw the Evil One 
Beside Vesuvian 'iui'.'e., 

Playii'g at u'iee foi soul and ship. 

And thioviiiig Sififi and Dt'uces, 







ft, ti" ! r 1 ‘ 
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l)Own fell the stowcird on his Lee, 

To all the Sa.ijits cortimi.ni.linj^; 

'' And candU-'* to ihc Viij’in vow’d 

A? savc-alJvS his cpdiri;^, 

‘ Pown ftll ilu' ruau, ho tlioitght hi-. Lfo, 
Chcck-inato, v/as tlo'io iinpondinjj. 


Down foil the fof'k—t k; r.oiin hoy 

Tilth hoJvls ^v'’.r!l rclliM'^, 

Whii’ .llp‘j t 1 -- N^hil sr.i’WV 

Altiivo Hh- )> {■' eaiTn. yilhiio; 

Down foil t?iO crow, anti i»ti tiuh hiioos 
Shudder’d .i{ Oath whiLo 1 


Down sunlv in-' miij oj ['lowdy Inio, 
Idis iniinsDii li^;ht a Lka'.or 
To taoh rod lovor of .i waw.; 

To oyo of Jai’i'Y-wo.ui.1 
Noptuno, the (Jotl, ftim’d topping in 
A raging scar lot fever ! 


Sore, sore afraid, each pa\dii; pray’d 
To Saint and Viigin Mary; 

But one there was that koOiI cotnpo ed 
Amid the waves’ vag.ay ; 

As staunch at rock, a fine g.uiie cotk 
*Mid clucks o' Motlu r t'aiy ; 
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His raddy cheek retain'd its streak. 

No danger seem'd to shrink him; 

His step still hold,—of mortal mould. 

The CH'W could hardly think him: 

Tlie Iv.idv of tlie Lake, he seem’d 
'I’o know, couM never sink him. 

Relax'd af hist the nirious gale 
Quite out of breath wit!', jaeing; 

'J’he boiling floc'cl in milder mood. 

With geiitli'i' billov*,’ filed ng; 

From stem to «te;ti, \.itii fuajiiont linn, 

The Stranger tncik to paeing. 

And as he walk'd n- -a It he talkeu. 
Konieancieit dirty thi 
In under tone, as not alo'.e-- 
Now wlii-iding, ami mhv Innnmln,.,-— 

“ You'ie weh'omf., Charlie,” " Cowdenknowes, 
“ Kenmure,*' jj “ CainjdjelL’ Coming.” 

Down went the wind, dtnvi went the wave. 
Fear quitted the mo>t ri‘i<al; 

The S.iii.t-', I wot, wtie soon fojgot. 

And IIc'iv: wa*-' at tlu jii'ui.ule: 

When lose on high, a h'ighilm cry— 

“The Devil’s in the binnacle!” 








COMPASS, *W1TH VAHIATIOKS. 

» 

«<The Saints be near,” the helmsman cried. 
Mis voire with quitt* a falter— 

"Steady’s my helm, every look. 


The needle to alter j 
God onlv knows where China lies, 
Jamaica, or Gibraltar!’ 




The captain start d aj^ba^t at mate. 
The pilot at th’ ai prLi'/i-^e; 

No fancy of the Ge’m.iu Sea 
Ol Fir'ion thi- event ^ ; 

But \\hcn tl'cy at the compass h»ok.’d 
It sei m’d non compass mentis. 


Now north- n. Avr.'^’i’h now erd, now wed^ 

ThcTvrivorinrfp.'h'it m'-'- ^h.du'n, 

'Twas pa-it the v. hole idiUosophy 


Of Newton, or oi Bacon 5 
Never Iry cotnp.ai'?, tiii ihat hour 
Such latitudes arcrc taken’ 


With fearful ?peec]i, each after each 

Took'turns iu the ne poi ': u’\; 
They found no pun— vo iron—uono 
To vary its direction; 

It seem’d a new magnetic case 
- Of Poles in insurrection! 


THE COMPASS, WITH VARIATlO^d, 

Farewell to wives, farewell their lives. 

And all their household licbes; 

Oh! while they tJiou^;ht of glil or boy. 

And (Kvir donte^tic niehes. 

All down the sidt which holds the heart. 
That needlt gave them stitches. 

With deep 'amaye, the Stiangtr gai’d 
lo .see them so wliite-livei’d; 

And w.'Lk'd alialt tlie Iji'iii.icie. 

To know Jit what they r-ljivuM ; 
liiit when he stood 1 >l dde the Caid, 

•St, Josef! how it cpjisii'dJ 

No fancy-motion, hiuin-hego. 

In Lye ol timid d'xamer— 

The Jieivon- finger of e sot 
Ne’er shovN M a ])lahier tremor; 

To evL'iy liiain h seernM toojihiin. 

There stood th’ Inferrird .Schemer! 

Mix’d hioAvn and hhic ee.'. h vi'^age grew, 
like a jmllet s gi//;;nd ; 

Meanwdiih the cajit titi's w^nulering wit, 
Fif'-m t'lti.iiig like ati i/’-taid, 

I’ore down in this j)lain iciiist at last, 

“It’s A^ichaei Scott—tlie Wizard!” 
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POEM.’ 


'..’ 'Ml'. 


#‘S.. 


A smile pa.st o’er thu ruddy face, 

‘ ju #<To see the poles -io falter 

I’m puzzled, liiends, as mtirh as 5011, 
For with no fiends I naltes ! 

Michael I’m not—althtni'di a Scott— 
My chnsuan name is 'VS’'alteid’ 


Ft "if J 

i: / 
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■ C i 


y' 


'^-"y ‘ ' 

riV' " 
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-. 

|lV:' 
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Like oil it fell, rliaf imitk , a spill 
On all tl’e fe.i’ji 1 '.uti.m ; 

The C’up^ain’'- h-..id ;i'’> h*' had n-adj 

Conks"'d tiu Ns 1 die's aefit i^. 

And how’d to Him in whom lise N uth 
lid''' lodged its main ,ittuu:ta'<n. 


POEM.—FROM I’HE POLISIL 


From sevcnly-two North latitude, 

Dear Kitty, I indite ; 

But first I’d have you understand 
How hard it is to wute. 

Of thoughts that breatlii. and words drat burilf 
My Kitty, do not tltink,-- 
Before I wrote tli “S(' very lines, 

1 had to melt my ink. 
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POEM, 


•*} 


Of mutual flames and lover’s warmtA, 
You must not be too nice; 

The sheet that I am writing on 
once a sheet of icc ! 

The Polar cold is sharp cnongli 
To freeze wit!> icy gloss 

The genial runent of the ssoul. 

E’en in a '' Man of Ross/' 

Pope says that letters vvait a sigh 
From Indus to the i''/ie ; 

But here I leally ^vJ .)j ihi. j>o^t 
Would only “post (he (Oa!*' 

So chilly is the Northern, blast, 

It blows mt tlnont;!) and through 

A ton of Wall'.end in a no«^c 
Would be a biilet-dc'ux * 

In such a frigid j.ititiide 
It scarce ^an he a sin, 

Shouh' Passion coo) a little, where 
A Fury v/as iced in. 

I’m rather tired of endie.ss snow. 

And long ior co:'h. again ; 

And wovild give up a Sea of Ice, 

For some of Lamb ton’s Main# 



POEM* 

V U ! ^ 

Vm sfck of dazzling ice and snow. 
The sun I hate ; 

So very brigh!. so very cold. 

Just like a suronier grate. 

For opodeldoc I would kneel. 

My cln'lMaiiis to anoint; 

O Kate, the neeiile of the North 
Has got a freezing point. 

Our food is i.olid'-,—ere we put 
Our meat into our crops. 

We take sle'^gc-hammens to our steaks 
And hatchets to our chops. 

So ver}' hirtci is the Ma.-t, 

So cutting Is die air, 

I never have bc(;n warm but once. 
When bugging with a bear. 

One thing I know you’li like to hear, 
Th* effect of Polar snows. 

I’ve left off snuff^ne pinching day—. 
From leaving off my nose. 

I have no ear for music new; 

My ears both left together; 

And as for dancing, I have cut 
My toes—it’s cutting weather. 


Fve said that you should have my hand 
Some Jiappy day to rome ; 

But, KjH, you only lunvcan wed 
A fiu^r r and a tliumb. 

O 

Don’t fL-ar that any Escjnlmaiix. 

Can Wf.ii! me fioni my c'wn : 

The Cii'iilc cl till Oiveti of Love 
Is not tlie Frozen Zone. 

At wivfs with s of snow 

My fancy <uh^ n il l.ite ; 

I like to sei' a hnJe--l.nt not 
In suth a dc.d t-f v I ' * tv** 

Give me lor I ion ia a h id’ hiir'v, 
'I’iie Kife 1 love at K- i 

A hand untl.v*piK\l —a na uy eyi'; 

And not a Jiosc, f-i blue 

To think U])on the BudiLi, oi Klw, 

T'c me a kiidge of j 

Oh, Kale a paii of icicle, 

Are sundhij^ in m'- i ye--! 

God Jinow‘- il I sh.di e'ei letum. 

In comfort to he luird ! 

But if 1 do gta hack to pvTtj 
Ih’dV let me have it mull’d. 




TO A COLD BEAUTY. 


Lady, woul.'Lt tliou Ik Iicss ht* 

To WinttM's Cv’lcl iJiul criK'l ji.trf? 
WluMi ht* M‘ts lIi'j rivrrs fr< r. 

Thou stiU lo(.h iiji t1‘y — 

Thou tint ^hou’ul^i ow ii-c tlif .snow. 
But in th{. \v!m*( iu"-s oi thy i low 

Scoin .nil! .oM tifrl. ct :m.‘ nnJe 
For winN-r f;loorn atul vvintLr v.Jrul, 
But ii’i'M \v:1l wi’duuf thu ‘uuinit r air, 
Bfca^iinf^ It to vvoid.'- nnkinii,— 
Brt’arli whit'Ii only -vlionJii hilon^ 

To love, (o siinli iiuh t.j song! 

WhcT, the litth' hmls' ui'.clo>e. 

Red, and white, an.l jiud, ami hlut, 
And that ^ngin ri(’w‘:, the rose, 

Oytes her htair to liold iii' dew, 

M^ilt tiaou loek thy hosoin ii]> 

With no jewel in it., eiip ^ 

Let not cold Detenriher sdt 

Thus in Love’s peculiar tbtone: 
Brooklets wee not juLon'd now. 

But cr)'stal frosts ate all agone, 

And that v^hich hangs upon tltc «pray, 
It is no snow, hut fuiw'i of May I 


I I 
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QUEEN MAB. 


A iJTTLE faiiy comts at night, 

]-It‘r cyt’S nre bhio, her hair is brown. 

With silver spots njxm Ikt wings, 

And from tho moon she Hunters down. 

She has a lltdc silver wanJ, 

And when a good (duid g'X'‘' to bed 

She waves her ‘vand fiom jight lo leir. 
And makes a eiiclc round its head. 

And rhen it (b'cams v)f pleasant things. 
Of fountains filled witl. faiiy f ii. 

And trees that bear deh-iou'. fi dt 
And bow their branche" at u tvish: 

Of arbours fiiied witli dainty scents 
Fioin lovc'iy flowers tfiat never fade ; 

Brigat flies tlut glitter in the .sun. 

And glow-worms shining in the shadet 

And talking birds with gifted torigue.s. 
For singing .song.s and telling tales. 

And pretty dwarfs to show the way 
'Fhrough fairy hills and fairy dales. 



^ BIRTHDAY VERSES. 

But when a bad child goes to bed. 

From left to right she weaves her rings. 

And then it dreums all through the night 
Of only ugly horrid things! 

Then lions conn? with rlaring eyes, 

And tiger*'' grov.h .i (he idiul noisL, 

And ogres draw tlieii rnul knives. 

To fhod t])r blood of girls ai-.d boys. 

Then stormy w'aves ru'sh on to doAvn, 

Or raging flames come s( orcliing JoiinJ, 

Fierce dnigons hover In the air, 

And oerpents crawl along the ground. 

Then wicked rhihlrcn wake and weep. 
And wKh rile long l)Luk gloom away; 

But good ones love the daik, and find 
The night as jdeasant as the* day. 


BIRTHDAY ^T:RSE.S. 

Good morrow to the golden morning. 
Good morrow to rln; workl'a delight- 
I’ve come to bleSsS thy life’s beginning, 
Since it makes mv own so bright 1 





SONNET. 


Oi 


I have hroiHvht m ro«cs, sweete'^t, 

1 could find no flowers, {Uar,— 

It wa'- v\ lien nil s\vc(-t'> were over 
7'hou writ horn to Idess ihe y'*ar. 


Hut i’re Inonyht tlu'e jewels dearcit. 

In t])y bopiiy lorks to shine,— 

AtuI ‘f .sliowi in their ylances, 

They have learn\l that l.x'k ol iniiie 1 

#■ 


S('5NNf:T. 


ON Rni.vnNo A cnT. 


Hook how tlv J’oh*' ii ouijn . hfne', nhnve 
its ]H'hMy ston-. *, .j-m n'layni'j' ^ t.’ Ai o'lh ; 
So doe'' the Lr.^ht and liii*'-,-, ii,:ht ^ 1 Love 
It'' own ihn-;.;-. ej'uifv, and 'ai -e :hi n AV^'nli. 


As wtv(L stem {lcv’.arf. h^ntath tl-e flattering brine 
And ste,T^es like i"<‘nis, and gene a-, gems indeed, 
Ev’n so onr cokers shine; nay, (luy outshine 
Pebbles aanl nls, and gf-m;. and rotal weed ; 

For where he oi'ean \vas(. - but hall so cleat. 

So calmly constant, and lO kitj lly warm, 

As Love’s oiost mild atid gjovvuig atmosjihcre, 
7'hat hath no dieg - to 'u i;;,tiiin‘d by storm ? 
Tims, sweet, tity fnafiouft gihs.ire gifts of price, 
And mop- tlis^n gold to doting Avarice, 
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ONTR THE WAY. 


f;' .AtAs! the Aamc': of an r-.haj'py iover 
fT'''-' ' About my iiCait and '*n r.'v v m..]-: piey ; 

'' <*;•' IVe caiigfir a Kvf-r di.'t i <. in ‘ v'-1, 

'i,i '"K-'. di(‘ -v.iv ' 

>. I'v 

<;;, ■ Oh! whv are eye** of I' ml ^ r>nse«? t’-u'c! .n ' 

' I’ve lost iny re^t !■) ' •'/ .m' dy •: . •, 

f'*'.’ For want of some l.(»'o\vfi TlvUv-.n! or \^‘p *■: ;s4 
' * *. 

()\ ci I hi' V. ay ' 

n* » 

*K 

\ 

I’ve gazed t 'o ohi -5, *'•! 'Vv liL.irt'. a*^ lost, 
f, As any neeilie in a a k cd !i..y ; 

'i' V 

Crosses bflong to line, an-! roiin ii ri'jiscJ 

j 

'J Ovoi t'u: \v*iy I 


' I cannot read oi wi'ite, or iliouglits u.lax— 

t ' 

■*,;' Of what avail Loi.l .Ai:!iot[' - i V. .-I (hpy f 

?'/v 

"l' The^ cannot ca.-e nu of .x y i\ ir',‘i.>'v-t,iA 
A ()\^ [ tbi \ ay [ 

'yv •' 

4 ’>« , 
liK'j ,1 
? S 

J'*' 

'H", ' 

'' Even on Sunday my ds'votu'Ti v,irj, 
l^^^.'And from St. Ilonnet rink t'l.-; a' '■'.y 
dear St. Mary Over) - -t! .• ’ihoy 
. Cm ill'. '>,ayi 



OVER THE WAT. 


Oh 1 if my godmother were but a fairy, 

With mngic wand, how 1 would beg and pray 
That «he would change me* into that canary 

Over tne way! 


P'^r ' -MM 

■V . ■'>« 


I enx'v every thing tliat's near Miss Lindo, 

A pug, a poll, a squir‘-el or a jay— 

Blest blue-Loftlcs! that buz filiout tlic window 

Ovci the way ! 


-'xvhV 

: 

^ J 


Even at even, for tlu'iC be no suutters, 

I see her reading f*n, from grave to gay. 

Some tale or poem, til! t)ie caiulle gutters 

0> cr tile way I 

And then—ch! then—w’hil'- the clear waxen taper 
Emits, two phones high, a ray, 

I see twelve auburn curls j'tit inti; paper 

Over the way 1 


But how breathe unto lier niy deep regards, 
Or ask her for a whispered .ly or nay,—■ 

Oi offer her my hand, some tliiity yards 

Over the way ! 


Cold ns the pole she is to my adoring 
Like Captain I/yon, at Repulse’s Bay, 


I meet an icy end to my ejtploring 





OVER THE WAY. 


dirty little Savoyard that dances 

[Iw 'I'i’-lf/ " ' 

'.She looks on—Punch—or chimney-sweeps in May; 

?i2I(buiids! wheielore cannot I attract hcrrlaiicevS 

;h:' 'v ■ 

: ;■ 0''cr the way ! 


T ' j 

/ ', ,Half out she kans to w'atclj a turnblinr brat, 

/ 'Or yelping cur, rur over by a dr y 
' ” But Fin in love—she never pities that! 

, , 0\ er the way I 

- \ 

I go to the same church—a love-lost labour! 

. ■ Haunt ail her walks, and dodge her at (he play, 
She does not .stern to know >lie has a 

Over tiu* way i 

At private theatjes 'he never acts ; 

No Crown-and-Anchor hallt, her fancy sway ; 
She never vi.sits gentlemen with tiacts 

Over the way! 

I « 

I 

, To billets-doux by post she sliows no favour— 

V In short, there is no plot that I can lay 
i'/' TTo break my winJow'-palns to my enslawr 
i. ^ < Over the way! 


i' l play the flute—she heeds not my r!*romat!cs— 

' 'f* '' 

No friend a« introduction can pLir\ v‘y , 
wish a fire wovdJ break out in the attics 

Over tlie way! 




30 » 


OVER THE WAY. 





My wasted form ought of it-sclf to touch her; 

My baker fo h niy appotiti-’s decay ; 

And as f^>r InUclicni’ m-Jt—Oh i she’s niy butclief 

O V er the way ! 


At beef I tiM-j;, at himb or veal I pout; 

I never rhi;; now *'iing v,’; fl)e tray; 
My ilom.ich grunihh.'! at my dir-io'' sjiit 

C)\,L'i the way ! 


I’m wear)' of my lile ; wjihf e: rei;iec 
I could resigti thi- iiie'( ’..uK' ei>.y 
To liu within tii.it !)(,.■; ini non :t:e 

t.Hei the way * 

I’ve fitted ])ulhl' Ur niv pi'-tcl-Mor. ; 

I’ve vowed at turici to n-./i ^ Iturnpets biay. 
Quite .sick of nuinhe' on-, ---ani. rnniher foui 

Over th. way! 

Somethn^s my fancy bull !*. up casties .liry. 

Sonn 'ones it only p.dnts a termc oniee, 

A horse—a cow—sij' f’uls—a pig—and Mary, 

' c-r the way ! 

f?ometi’n<'s I dn -n of l^ r ‘m bridal white, 
StarAtlhig before the akai. liJ.e a fay j 
Somi timer of balls, and riLi-.^hbouiIy invite 

r the way ! 





( $10 ) 


THE APPARITION. 


In thf* (3^‘JiJ of tin* wlien, fioni btils tliat are tutiff 

T!ie yi'iiii*! n->t i:]> on oJd cronies to cal!. 

Came a f:('m the Shadt;s on a viait to Murphy, 

V'^ii 1 had n^/l foresei n such, a viMt at all. 

*' Don't clnver and shake," baid. t!ie m‘dd Apparition, 

Pm come to your hi d will) iiu t\ il design j 
I’m the Sphit of I'.Io-'ri, Fi 'nici" Aloore tlie Physician, 
Once great like yoarv lf jn tlve Almanack lire. 

Like you I was onc^ a great prophet or \veatlic% 

And deem'd to po^-css a moi«: .'lescin.i knack 
Tiian dogs, ftog'., pigs, cattle, or eat-, .dl together. 

The donk(')s tiiat hrav, and rh(' cliile s tliat quack. 

With joy, then, as ashes retain former passion, 

1 Saw my old mantle iugg'd out from the shelf, 

Turn’d, trimmed, and ])n:>f5’d up, and again brought ill 
f.'shii n, 

1 seem’d <0 be almc'st rc\i\ing myself! 

Put, oh i from ny roys there w'as soon a sad cantle, 

As too nrany eookb make a mull of tlic broth— 

’J o find that tv/o Prop]iot.s were under my mantle. 

And pulling two vvays at the risk of the cloth. ■' 


you would meet witlt an awkwardish tumble, 
'Oh! join like the Siamobe twins in your tiinip*:; 

Just fancy if Faitii on her Proplicts should tumble. 

The one in Iiis clo^s, and the other in pumps i 

But think how the peejde would worship and wonder. 
To find you h.iil fello'vs, well rner,” in your Ii.iil, 

In one tune with your lain, and your wind, axid your 
thurid'a’, 

"’Fore God,” they would rry. "tin-y aieboth in a tale!** 

- « - 

SOMG. 

I'OR MI'b<r. 

A I.akj: and a fairv boat 

'J’o soil in the moonllj^ht clear,— 

And meriily we wotjlJ float 

Ficm tile drayoiib that watcli us here: 

Thy gown should he snow-white silk. 

And strings of orieiit jieaiis, 

Like goisainers dipt iri milk, 

Should twine with thy laven cuils! 

Red rubies should deck thy iiands, 

And diamonds should he lio iK'wer— 

But Fa iries have hioke their wands 
And wishing has lobt its power. 



( 3 »» ) 


THE ICEV. 

A MOOf.iblJ HOMANCE. 


'r:ii. L’:'n‘i <'n hi'' cit>hioTi, 

N'.' ‘'ll + ])![}(' hiT”,fcn lii-' !(];>; 

rill nt (iicj’.i’iit ii-iliTv.ihj 
'i'iu' suivl .-.'i:'. ih.'t I'-t 'h' ; 

,,j ;u> of IvImtI,, )V>'n 

'\nJ t’K' ^ 

'i'l::.-.‘'pint o‘ rl.i h^viiuh) 

1 > I’lL w • !\ Ivir u- ■' Hjy ‘ 

0;v-’ }i 1.1 ’ I' > 11 ]r' ]'i'’ *i 
C )'-\ it. f ".! ‘ t*. ! , 

V-'l 'I Iii iin' -’r fv'i i tlk r' ■ i 

I 

Ah.I I i.i'v ’..'III) Ilk lot L — 

'['i.' (ill' , iv ck-' !ii‘ i-, 

AuJ rU'.,ib it*- I .'ivi,!!*!,' hilt- — 

' itiiK h I'f'i' i'l - (if j'lrc* 
I'JiHi c ’ f II >i.'-‘(! 1.1! I hi. I ..i"'‘'P il t! 

Ifk .ifv. kivt, hi^ cyt’sotjct 

In '.illLI hLcknc s itili, 

A iJ gi' ti:n wi'J’ hital 
I ike llu oi tlif coal; 



THE KEY, 


His are sot, and through his toetli 
He dr.iws a ‘ravage brcntli, 

As if ab'./Ut to rahe tne shout 
Of Victory or Drath! 


For why? tho Z.bcck that came 
And in<M>r’(’ Vvltliiii tlu" Ivl )K-, 

Such tjdin;:-> brought 

hi', ' f — 

Th*-: crili I i.!i f>r t li vvMi, 

'rije ‘•.'u! a.'ll itonny TtJgn, 

"J'har hiat kens liko a thnndor i 
Iho sunny lanJ oi Sp.j'mi 


“No ^trlR'of 0,1 ■•n’ou^ Chivalry, 

For ho]iour\ g.dn or 
N*>i yot th.o anriont livalns 
'I'lu Crj'ivnt with the Ciosa 
No charge o( gallant Paladins 
On Moslems stern and sMnch ; 

But Chiistians shcekling CJui»tIaii blood 
Beneath the olive’s branch! 


A war of horrid parricide. 

And brodier killing hiother; 

Yea, like t> ^'ilogs and sons of dogs” 
That worry one cuiotlici. 




THE KET.. 

But let them bite and tear and fight. 
I'he more the Ivafiers slay, 

The sooner Hagar s swarming sons 
Shall make tlie land a prey ! 

The sooner fhall tlie Moor behold 
rh* Alh^ml'ra’s pile again ; 

And those who pined in Barhary 
Shall shout for joy in Spain— 

I'he sooner sliall the Cre.sccnt wave 
On dear Granada'': walls. 

And proud MoliLiniued All sit 
WitJiin his fitJu j’ halls! 

“ AHa-il-alla! *' rigcr-iike 
Op springs the swarthy Moor. 

And, with. .1 wide andh.o/'v stiide. 
Steps o’er the m.irldc fi'ior j 
A crews the hah, till from tne wail, 
Whej'e Fill'll quaint patterns be. 

With < ager hand he snatches down 
An old and mas(>ive Key ! 

A rnaisive Key of curious shape. 

And dark with dirt ana rust. 

And well tliite weary ccnturle* 

I’he metal might encrust! 


THE KEY- 


For since tlie King Boabdil fell 
Before tne native stock. 

That ancirnt Key, so quaint to see. 
Hath never oeen in lock. 


Brouglit over by the Saracen.s 
Who fled acif»ss th'‘ inain. 

A token of the 'itcret liope, 

Of going Hack agiLiii; 

From race to race, ironi hand to hand. 
From housL to house itpjs'-’d ; 

O will it ever, ever npe 
Tin: Palace gate at last .•* 


Tiuee hundred years and fifty-two 
On post and wall it hung—- 
Three hundred years and fifty-two 
A dreaui to ok! jiul young; 

But now a brighter destiny 
The Prophet’s will accords: 

The time is come to scour tne rust. 
And luDricate the \vj.uls. 


For should the Moor witlr sword anti lance 
At Algesiras land. 

Where is the bold Bernardo now 
Their progres.s to withstand? 




THE KEY. 


To Burgos should the Moslem come. 
Where is the noble Cid 
Five royal crowns to topj)le down 
As gallant Diaz did ? 


Hath Xerc's any Pounder now, 

Wlien otlu''" fail, 

Wjth elu'i to thiM'lj inv'adeis radi^ 

Like bailey with a fkiii? 

Filth Seiillr* any Pt re/ still, 

T'- lay his dusters low. 

And ride with -es'en teriians jf^teen 
Around liis ^achlle-ht'w ? 

No! never mor sh:'l! Europe see 
Such fleroLs hr ace aiiJ ho*,i 
Such Valour, Faiili, auJ i.oy.dly. 

As u'^ed to shim* of olvl ! 

No longer to e,ie battle cry 
United Sraulards im, 

And v/Jth their thronging spears uphold 
The Virgin and hei Son ! 


From Cadiz Bay to rough Biscay 
Internal disrord dwells. 

And Barcelona l>i-ai's the scars 
Of Spanibl; shot and shells. 






THE KET. 


The fleets decline, the merchants pine 
For want of Ibuign trade ; 

And gold is scant; and Alicante 
Is seal’d by strict blockade 1 

The loyal fly, and Valoui falls, 

Opposed ]<y cfni'.t intji^’ue ; 

But triMcJieiy and tiaifom thilve, 

Upheld by fon i”u If-ajiue; 

VV''hik' iactior.' setkine, private ends 
By turns j'ip.::^ rei^^n — 

Well may die duamii’.g, '■clioining M<x>i 
Exulting point to Spain ! 


Well may lie iK aiT-e the ni^.ty Key 
Willi Aliic sand and oil. 

And liope an Andalusian liome 
Shall rccominnuo the toil ! 

Well may he swear the Moori-h speai 
'^I'hiongh wild Castile shall sweep, 
And where* the Catalonian sowed 
'I’he* Saracen shall r^ap ! 

Well may he* vow to spnrn the Cro^ 
Beneatli the Arab Ijo<n'’, 

And plant tlie- Cu>tent yet again 
Above* tir AlhainLna's nwl— 



A DRBAM. 

When those from whom St. Jago’s naitie 
In chorus once arose. 

Arc shouting Faction’s battle-cries, 

And Spain forgets to Close ! ” 

Well may he swear his ataghan 
Shall rout the traitor swarm. 

And carve them into Arabesques 
Tlut show no human form— 

The blame be tiitirs whose bloody feudr 
Invite the savage Moor, 

And tempt him with the ancient Key 
To seek tlie ancient door! 


A DRFaM. 


^Twas night—t!ie Globe w'j.? folded up, 
(The paper, not the eartli,) 

And to Its proper shelf le'^tored 
I'he faire'^t Jslaid of I’esth : 

But still with sti-ange intilcacy 
The things tliat 1 had read— 

The Irish News, the Scottish Tale- 
Kept running in my head ; 

Wliile over ail a sort of mist 
Begun to slowly creep. 


A DREAM. 


The twilight haze of Thought, before 
It darkens into Sleep; 

A foggy land wheie shady shapes 
Kept stiiring in the glooro, 

Till with a hint of brigliter tint 
One spot began to bloom. 

And on the blank, by djx’amy prank, 

1 saw a Figure tall. 

As vivid as from painted glass. 

Projected on a wall! 

The face as well as I could trace, 

7’wo ';parklir)g eyes were there, 

Black as the beard, and tiim moustache, 
And curling liead of Iiair; 

The nose was straight, tJu mouth was lai'ge 
7'h(' lips di'.closcd beiuulh 
A set, full v^iiite and regular, 

Of strong and handsome teeth— 

The whiter, that hii brow and check. 

And thick uncovered gorge, 

Were ruddy as if baked by heat 
Of sun or glowing foige. 

His dress was huff', oi some such stuff, 

An<J belted at the waist; 

A curious dirk, for stabbing work. 

Was in the girdle placed. 


. A DREAM. 

Besides a sort of ponch or purse 
Of some wild cu atuiv’s skin. 

To safely Jiold his store of gold 
Or siiviT coin tluiein :— 

Bur—^suddenly hii doublet changed 
To (■'ijc of brighter hue. 

A jcjkin fair and supe'rfine, 

Of cloth uf a’uie blue, 

Sladi’d 11 out ..[111 hack with .satin black# 
EmbroiJeiVl o'ei and laced 
Wi:h sable dik, as iis» d tv suit 
TliC ancient time and taste; 

Mis hose were of rJic Flemi'-lt out, 

His boots of C'())\Ii van ; 

A veivet bonnet ('n his iieiid, 
lAU that of Seorti^li m.in,— 

Nay, not a velvet one,—for why. 

As dreams asc apt lo deal, 

With sudden cluui,"', as swilt as Ftra .ge. 
It shone a cap ol steel! 


His coat of bud, or aztiie stuff, 
Became a haul)* rk bright. 

No longer ga', in liis an ay, 

Bur harness'd for tlie Fight! 
Huge vvas lii- fmme, and iniV'CuUr. 

Indicatisu of >tri'ngi!i ; 

Hi'' bos(;ni oroad, Id^ Iwawny afm.s 
Of moi e tlvaii common length; 


I* 1 'Vj| ^ 





A DREAM, 


And well tlie sturdy limbs mighr be 
So sinewy, ‘^|■:nk, an<i ‘Jtront:;, 

That had to wieid in brirth'-field 
A sword sf. I road and lon«;! 

Few m( n re weie of mortal mould 
Aithourrh of wailike trade, 

But had been iiedi to stao,i tlie trash 
Of that tjemeitdniis idaib.'; 

And yet aloft la '■wiiuj:; it oft, 

A« :? of fi.iths'r wiiidit. 

And cut aiiiiil ;bc « irpry .or 

A moil''oi;^'ir; 

W'liilst ( vtT. .’■- it cleft the wind. 

A will ])( r came lli'-u’with, 

Tnat low and cieai. in my ea;, 
"Bi hoM the* rjj:;htin;' Santh 

And lo! annthf't chaiijn- came o’er 
'VJu sj'iiiit of rey dii'am ■” 

The hanhc'k bru^ht no longer shone* 
With ih.it mct.illic tdeam— 

I t 

No niddy \;si;»e fiirriace-scorrh’d, 
W'^ith flowin'? eyes, was then', 

No salile bend, no tiini nuni'-iache, 
Nor head of raven hair ; 

No steely cait, with pliiine mayliap 
No bonnet small or bi'r; 

Upon his brow tlu'se eidul now 
A curly powder’d W'i^ ! 



STANZAS. 


Beneadi the chin two cambric bands 
Demurely drooped adown; 

And from his brawny shoulders hung 
A black forensic gown. 

No mail beneath, to guard from death* 
()i wounds ill Iiattle dealt. 

Nor ready dirk for stabliing work. 
Dependent at his hJt— 

His right hand boie no broad claynr.cffr, 
lint with a flouii'>h. soon 
lie waved a Pistol huge enough 
For any' horse-dragoon. 

Arid whilst he pointed to and fro. 

As if to aim tiuTcwith, 

Still in my ear, the voice was cK ar, 
“Behold tlw Fighting Smith 1' 

-^- 

STANZA?. 


FARtv'irLL, Life ! IVTy .senses swim 
And the world is growing dim ; 
'Fliionging shadows cloud Uie light. 
Like the advent oi the night,— 
Colder, colder, colder .still 
Upwards steals a \apour chill— 
Strong the earthy odour giow.s— 

1 smell tile Mould above tlie Rose t 





i" Y'oa •‘i'f* - i»k'\** H * ■'. T' J ^ 

- THE WORKHOUSE CLOCK. '3*| 
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Welcome, Life! the Spirit strives ! 
Strengtii returns, and hope revives; 
Cloudy fears and shapes foilom 
Fly like shadows at the m(Kij,— 

O’ei the earth tlicre comes a bloom-— 
Sunny light for sullen gloom, 

Warm perfume for vapour cold- - 
I smell the Rose above the Mould ! 


THE WORKHOUSE CLOCK. 


AN ALLF/IORV. 


Tjierk’s a murmur in the air, 

And noise in every street — 

The murmur of many tongues. 

The noise of numerous feet— 
While round the W’'oikhouse door 
The Labouring Classes flock. 

For why ? the Overseer of the Poor 
Is setting the Workhouse Clock. 
W^ho docs not hear the tramp 
Of thousands speeding along 
Of either sox and variou'^ stimp. 
Sickly, crippled, or strong, 


THE WORKHOUSE CLOCK. 

Walkin'!:, limpin*;:, creeping 
Fiom court, and alley, and lane. 

Blit all in one direction ‘•weeping 
Like rlvei'> that seek the main ? 

W!io does not see them sally 
J’roiT) mill, and garret, and room, 

Jn lane, and court and alley. 

From liomcs in poveify s lowest valli’y, 
l^urnidiecl wiiii shuttle and loom— 

Poor .slaves of Civilt/.ition's gallty — 

And in the ro.id and foo^w.iy- rally. 

As if for the n.iy of J 'o, 'ir, 

Some, of hanHy h'lrii.m joim. 

Stunted, oM'ol ed, and ciippun hy to?' 
Dingy with ^lnoLe .oul dn^t and oil. 

And smi>'h’fl 1 tsi !'“ witli v:> os ■•oil 

dust'.lii'g, n-.i:'-*-! tjf’g, :ill m < '.watm. 

Father, mother, and .a'-rfei liuld, 
Looking ri" if it h.id nevei snilled — 

■f'ln Semp^tr '•s, lean, and w< ary, and wan 
With onlj the glio^t'' of gaiments on—» 
’'J'he Weaver, her sa'lfnv nelghboui. 

The grim and sooty Ai'tlsan; 

Fwerv soul--child, woman, or man, 

Who lives—-or dies—hy labour. 

StirrM by an overwdielming zeal, 

And social impulse, a terrible throng 








t'VBirV",' ' 


THE WORKHOUSE CLOCK. 


^Sf',jLiwvmg shuttle, and needle, and wheel, 
f' VPumace, and gririd'?tonf-, spindlt*, and reel 
' Thread, and yarn, and iron, and .stt el— 

jljVji j ^^ 

'fti'r- Yea, rest and the yet iintasted ii’cal— 
Gushing, rushing, ctusJiing along, 
y A very torrent of Man ; 

' Urged by the sighs of sornw and wiong, 
.(**Grown at hist to i h'liricane strong, 

, * ’ Stop its coursi' who c.iT, * 

V Stop who ran its onward rourse 
And irrcsistlljk r.ioial four; 

^ O ! vain and idle d?< am I 

For fill re! V :!■> men are ali akin, 

Whether of lair or s’able tkin, 

According to Iriatuie’s .-thenje. 

That Human Movenn.nt contains w'ithm 
A Lloc'd*Powei ''tioneer than Steam. 




Onward, onward, with hasty fer t. 

They swarm—and wostv/ard still— 
Masses born to d:ink and eat. 

But starving amidst ^n^irs.•^ hapel’s meat. 
And famishing down Onnhill! 

Through the Poultry—but still unfed—. 
Christian Charity, hang your head ! 
Hungry—passing the Street of Bread ; 
Thirsty-;—the street of IMIlk ; 


, Ragged —beside the Ludgate Mart, 





So gorgeous, through Mechanic^Art, 

With cotton, and wo(j 1, and silk! 

At last, before that door 
That hears so many a kiiock 
Ere ever it opens to Sick or Pooi, 

Like tiheep they huddle and floeK— 

And would that all the Good and Wise 
Could see the Million of hollow eyes, 

Witii a gleam deiiv’tl from Iloj'e aiiil the skies, 
Upturn'd to the W'oi K house t'loik! 

OKI that the Parish Powers, 

^Vlio regulate Labou’V hou-v, 

The daily ami'init of Ivunian tn,d. 

Weariness, juin, and '^eli-denial 
W^nild tuin Irom ti.e artifiriil dia^ 

'Pjiat srril.efh ten f»r elevei.. 

And go. K‘i ones', by that A 1> i oi.e 
That sri’ids in the ii»;,.t <'f N. ■fine's v.bi. 

And takes its tlrr' Iroin Mt.r. eii! 


THE TWO PEACOC'KS OF BEDFONT. 

Alas! That breathing Vanity should go 
Where Pride is bmiecl —like, its very ghost. 
Uprisen from the naked bones below. 

In novel flesh, eJad in tl»e silent boast 







i»i :TOE 'rwo PEACOCKS OE BEDFONT, 3I7 

kj^^ndy silk that flutters to and fro, 

»* • ■ 

Shedding its chilling snpen^tition most 

r>On young" and ignorant natu'-cs—as it wont 
.To haunt the peaceful clmrchyaul of BecHont! 


Each SahbatJi morning, at the hour of prayet, 

' Behold two maiden'-, up the vjiaet gieen 
• Shining far distant, in the sunirnei air 

That flaunts tlirir dewy rol^es and huathes between 
Their downy plumes.—s.iiUng a*^ il tiiey ivore 
Two far-off sihj)''.—until they brus!' intweeri 
Tho cbinrhjard’s himd le walls, and watch and wait 
On eitlitr side of the wdde open'd gate. 


And there tluy rtanJ—widi h-n’/ghty nnk'= fjefoie 
God’? holy bouse, thaf puints tovs.i!ds ibe skies--- 
Frowning n-luctaist ,!ety iVom the poor, 

And tempting homage fiom unthougbrful cydS: 
And Youth looks lingeiing la;m ‘Ja teniple door, 
Breathing it? wishes in iinljnitful sighs, 

"With poutitig lips.—loigetiiil of the gtace. 

Of health, and smilus, on Jhc heart-conscious lace;— 


' Because that Wealth, which has no bliss beside, 

I 

May wear the Jiappincs^s of nch attire; 

, And those two shters, in theii silly pride. 

May change the soul’s waim glances for the fire 






Of lifeless diainonfl'i;—and foi hrakh denied,— 
With art, tlut Muslies at ij)f>pite 

Tlieir lan^iid cliocks—and noiiri -li in a fjlory 
That has no life in life, iioi afti r-‘*^oiy. 

The a/jf li pi lest pf»es .shakii'” hi^ li.iii 
In in- ekcst rcnsuihi’i, asjJ tut ns Ins eve 
Earthward in prieJ, itid htasenward in 

And sighs, and clasp-, las hands, and j asses bv, 
Goad-hearteii manl what sullen soiii would wcai 
'I'hy sorrow loi a I 'ul cnn-itanily 

Put on thy censure, tluL might ui i rlic piaise 
Of one so grey in goodnos'- aiiv! in day.- ^ 

AUo the solemn (h-ik j .nfjl'e- the -.ir'n* 

Of tidi ungojiv ‘hirii <ii hniTiae pa>'( , 

And «adlv blends Itk nvefenc' and l.j.ane 
In one grave bow, and j-jssf,s \a.ri, ^ siiide 
ImpaTient—many a r.d-l)oaJcd tl.'fee 

Turns her pain'I head, luit :.nl lu i glance, aside 
From wanton uns-, an>l niarvtis oV-r again, 

7'haf he.iven hath no wet judgments loi the vain. 

*‘I have a liiv in tl'e liloom ..t home,” 

Quoth one, “and hy the hle.ssed Sabbath day 
I'll ^duck :n} lily ii' it» pride, and eome 
And read a iuisoti ujjon vain array 
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when stJff .silks arc rustlJnpr up, and some 
; Give place, I’ll .shake it in inoucl ey^s an<i siiy— 


Making niy leverenee,—‘Ladies, an you please 


» 


j’^King Solomon 3 not half so fine as these-’ 


Then her tnei-k partner, who lias m.u’y iim 

Hisfiirhly coins'',—* Nay, tiondy, ht yoer ttxt 
Grow in the j; iiilen.—Uh- li;un onl) one— 

Who knows th.it rh.se ijtn ryes may see the -lext? 
Summer will f'.;n< ujaiii, inJ “uninier ■-Uii, 

And lilies too,- i ut I were ',00 Iv \eAt 
^ To mar m\ iMiden, anJ ear 'lunt th» !)1 jw 
01 the lart lily I may Use t ’ ';uav. ’ 


‘'The la-'.t! quotJi ohe, “ and thoneh the last it weie- 
Lo! thosi- two wanton-, where the'y -.raTiJ so proud 
With weaving jdunus. and jewels in tlu :r Iniir, 

And painted elicekb. like Dagons u» !)e LovvM 
And curtsey'd to’—last Sahbath ake r pi^y'r, 

I heard tire little Tond-,ins ask aloud 
If they wei e angids—but I made' him know 
God's bright onet> bettor, with a hitter blow' ” 


y * 





So speakirrg. tliey puisne the pelddy walk 

That lead.s to the white p.mh the Sunday throng, 
$^nd -coupled urchin.s in icstt-iincd ‘.ilk, 

.‘And anxious pedagogue that clnustcns wiorig, 




And posied churchwarden with solemn stalk, 

And gold-butiisen’d beadle flamcft along. 

And gentle jx-asant clad in buff and green, 

Like a meek cowslip in the •^piing serLtie; 

And blushing maiden—inodestiy array'd 

In spotles*? whi^‘,—.still Conxiou^ of rlic glass; 
And she, Jie lorudy willow, that b.itli made 
A sable covenant with, gii' i,—:d..s i 
She veils her tears uiulor the di ep. d'-e}) slunle, 
While thi‘ j)oor kijjJK beer*.''’, as ih<'y jiass, 
J^end to uncloiidtd childh \fd. and eaiess 
Her boy,—so (O'v'—and ^'o iatlieiless ! 

Thus as good Chiisti.uv' ougl't, tl'ey all dtaw ne.u 
Tlie fair terr.j)!'-, to '■Ik i,.nel) e,tlj 

Of pleasant hells that ti* nd'h. 'n tis-" (\u.— 

Now the I'.'-’t fiocK .iT'd sc ilet iiood, aini shawl 
Fads into dusk, ’n thi. dim atnio-phere 

Of tlie low p«»n;li, and heeo’ri has won them all, 
—Saving iliose two, that tnin asiile and pass. 

In velvet MoS'Oin, when* all flesh is grass. 


Ah me ’ to see theii silken manors trail’d 
In purple luxurir-s—with restless gold,— 

Fiau; 'ing the grass where widowhood has wait’d 
In blotful hlaek,—over the heapv mould 
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l^toithig wave-wantonJy f They never quail’d 


^pf^^MHEow the warm vanity abused tlic cold ; 
i saw the solemn faces of the jrv:>ne 

^^\i™^Sadly uj)iooking thiongh trjinsj)aieiit stone • 

1- 

- V \f I'' 

' } ' 

\h''' 

■y "/ But swept thrir (iweillnjr, with unquiet ’errht, 

^ Shocking the awiul pP*M lue of t lie lie.id ; 
yli, Where gracious uariiri s w>'i;ld rle ii “yes benight 
i'\. Nor wear theii !v leg wi^ii 1 lip too led^ 

. Nor move tf o nideiy in tlu' Mimma bri^'iif 
■ Oi sun, ijMt put suid soi-ovv i^’, fjii'ir trrjJ, 

> ^ 

». '• Meting it inf.’, steps w.ili niwaid hieatli. 

' In veiy jiify 10 ivcie.-ued hath. 


Now in the rhuvei>, time-'ob^rM mijuls re-ign 

To solemn pr.o/ 1 , and the loud chaneteil hynoi,—• 
Witli glowing pit'tiiiings of )oy-, di\iiK‘ 

Painting tlie nd-t-light where tlu loof is dim 
I ' But youth looki upward to the -window shine, 

' Warming with roie and puijiie and the swim 

ft* 

J Of gold, as if thouglif-iinteJ hy the stains 
^ ' I Of gorgeous liglu thiough many-colout’d panes; 

' ’ll ' 

' 

jX/:' 

IK'!,' Soiling the virgin snow wdieiem God hath 

Enrobed his angels,- and witli absent eyes 
IA; Hearing of Heiiv’n, aiul it^ directed path, 

' Thoughtful of slippers,— ,ind the glorious skies 


-i; 

i'' t*' 

Vi '■> -*1 

Jr f’ 

A > ’ 

«V I 


' >'*' ■ 
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Clouding with sathi,—till the i>reueher’s wrath - 


Conisume? lii;' pityj and he glows, and ciie$ 
With a deep vol-e that tionhlos in its might, 

And earnest, ryt's grown tloqucMH in light; 

** OIj. ‘‘i it th«* vacant eye won)-! lean’ to look 
On vi'iy iKanty, .ind the in.iit ( tribrace 
'I’rtie Ifnelliu.ss, and fiom th.i^ holy hook 

Diink. Uii, warn!-hri;aT.hing tendcincis .mJ grace 
Of love indeed ! Oh. rhat the yoiin:.); soul to<'k 
It'- passion fi »n. ‘J’e glorio is iacc 

Of l.tir religion, and addr.-s’d 'fife, 

T. o win the* riclie. of eternal li^e ! 


■ '“''V'KV 

*'! > rA '^1 

''' .tf - 

' y 


Dot'll the vain Ik.-.i; l<'\e I'lor) tlia*^ i- n me, 
jVnd tin' ]inor exet lii’Ui* i)f vjhi aiiiic ? 

Oil go, ard drown youi ^■v^■s aga<M : the .iiiii, 

T'liC vi'->hj'* rnlerof t'; , ''anw «,) jire. 

Till boiling gold In giil'iy l ho-.uin, 

Oaz/.jing til' hTi.in with of living fne ; 
And the fa' i{ soul dcwn-'iaii.ens into niglil. 
And dies a burning maityrdom to light. 


“ Oh w, and ga/a ,--wia u the lt)w winds of cv n '.;A 

. i 

Bieathe Jiyaius, and Nature's many forests nod 

V^' ^ 

*I*hi ii gold-c;own’d heads ; and the rich blooms of heaV*il|vN>^i 

.'I. ^ 't 2 ?» i 

Snn-ripenM five thcii blushes up to God: . 
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motiD£ain«ro£*k3 and cloudy steeps are riv’n 
' ’■‘‘ By founts of fire, .is smlrtt n by the rod 
''Of heavenly Moses,—that your thirsty sense 
-'May quench its longings of magniJiceucei 

'"Yet suns shiill pciish—st.iis -.h ill fade away 
' Day into darknc«>s—ilarkno-.s into dcntl’— 

Deatli into silencv. ; the warn' llglit ol -l-iy. 

The blooms of sunuiKM, the rieli gloiviiig )>r'‘'iin 
'Of even—all ib.dl vvitiv-: and decay. 

Like the* frail hnniture of (ircanis beneaih 
The touch '.1 nuirn—or hulihh-s of ii^.h <ty<*H 
That break .tii.l vani-.!* in ilu ricliin ■ eyi-,.’* 

They hear, &oul-hlnshir.;^, -nid j< pt nu I 

Unwholes^uw* (lionphts nt w hole'-orne tears, a" 1 pour 
Tluir sin to «_".r!h.—and with low druf>ping h ad 
Boceive the s'denin hlessiiig, and iinphMo 
Its grace—tli'n Kiltfriy wltli ch.rren’d fn*ad, 

They niechle jires'' towards tlu* gii=ty door. 

With humbled eyes tliat go to gr.ize upon 
The lowly gra'^.s—hke him of IjaLylon. 

The lowly grass!—o w’atii-constant mindl 
Fast-ebbing holiness *—soon-f.iding g“ice 
' Of serious thought, .as if rlie gin lung wind 

, I’hroagh the low pfucli had sviush'd ir from die face 
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[.' Tor ever !—How they lift their eyes to find 

Old vanities!—Pride wins tlie very place 
Of meekness, like a hiuJ, and flutters now 
With idle wings on the curl-conscioiis browl 


And h'! with (‘aj'er looks t!)ey seek t)je way 
Of old r<.mj)taiioM at the lowly g:’n*; 

'I’o feast on featheis, and on vain ait ay. 

Anil ])ainted i-hieks, and the riih tdistering sta 
Of i*. wel-sptinkJed lock —Hut wle-i’e aii- they, 
T'he prac*.le;>s Jtauglity 001 “? lliat Uii d to wait 
Witli lofty ntek, and nods, ULid “^tilleji’d »'ye ^— 
Nt'ne challenge the old homagi bi'odi'.g hy. 

In vain tliey lool: for the iingracioiis Moom 
Of rich apparel wh, >'«. jt plow’'.! bel\>re, - 
For Vanity has fadi d all n> el >om. 

And lofty Pr<d( has' stifk n’d to tm- on-, 

For impious Life ro tiemiili : 1 ii > dc>em,—■ 

Set for a warnirig tok<,T. (airmoii, 

W^h<‘reon, as tjovv, tbe giddiy arid fbt‘ wise 
Shall ga/-e with lifLi'd hand^ and wond'ring eyes. 

The aged priest goes on each Sabbath morn. 

Hut shakes nor sonow U' dti Ills giey hair; 
The solemn clerk goes iavendci'd and sliorn 
Nor stoops his buck to the ungodly paii j— 


TO A FALSE FRIEND. 


^'n4 ancient Ups that pucker’d up in scorn, 

Go smoothly breathing to the house of pmy’r j 
f-V=,i'And in the garden-jilot, fiom day to clay, 

|4;^The lily blooms its long white life away. 


^ I 

V' And where two haughty maidens used fo he, 

s 

In pride of plume, where plumy Death iuid trod, 

.Trailing their goigeoiu. velvets wantonly, 

’’ Most unmeet pall, o'^er the fi'dy sod — 

■ L 

There, gentle stranger, thou may\L only see 

Two Foml'.re IVacra'ks.-.'‘ge, with sapii-nt nocl 

rV ' I. 

f Marking the ‘-ix)'., still tariie-s to di tlare 
How they once ih'ed, and wheiefovi' they are there. 


TO A FALSE FRIEND. 


Our hands have met, hut not our licarts j 
Our hands will never meet again. 
Friends, if we have ever been, 

Friends wo cannot now remain ; 

I only know I loved you once, 

I only know 1 Ic'ved in vain ; 

Our Irands have met. hut not our iiearts, 
Our hands will m vei meet a/aiii! 






PALSE POETS AND TRDK* 

'J'heii l,ir('wc]l t^J heiiit anJ hanj ! 

1 would our hands had never met ; 

Even die outward form of love 
Adjust }u’ rosirned with some re?;iet. 

Fj lends, we still might seem to be, 

J.f ! nry wnmg could e’er forget 

Our hands have join’d but not our hearts j 

I would our hands have nevir mc't! 


false poets and TI’RUE. 

TO v\oiu)'o\<))nu. 


Look bow the l.u ■^oar*- upwrod and is gone, 
'fuming a spiiit as he neais tiie '■kj-! 

Ills is he.O' 1, iiiit body rJieie Is n 

To fix the V '.pu't 'Kur-iens of th^ e.*. 
f'<\ poet*:' son;' ^ are witli Us, 'ho' fh- )' <!ie 
Ohscured, and lilvl by du.i.nh idi'jvjous -hroud, 
AndKirib inheiits the litii mi loih 
Like i.uniug mn-'c from ths- morning cloud. 

Yet, few thi i. i'C whi’ pipe '•i' -wi'ef and ioud 
Their vml'\'s reivcli tliiough the l.ip'e of spacet 
’J’lie run'-A' tko is deafen bv a nowd 
Of undi'itin;;iii'di’J hiids, a rwi'.tinng race; 
r>n* only iaik and rig.htingale foilorn 
I'lil up {!ic silenn '' of night and morn. 








i€^,\ ' ^ ^ 
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:.>-«lOM AN UNROLILD MAM’-^CRl'T or Al*OI.lX)Nnrs CrillUS. 




LYCUS ^'JIE CENTAUR. 


hath ever hvi'u i’ncu ati<l l)oun(l I>y a. spoil i 

'U’"To wandor, foro-d.imii'd, in that cirolo of '-jcIl 
Where Witchery woiki with hi r will l.hi' a 
Works more rhini the womurs of time at a. uod,— 

' AtawoiJ,—utat'>uch,- .it .i (li h oi fho < ^ . 

i, 

But each foni’ is a ^ la .it, .ei<! ■. ii !i louiri .i Iff, 

Things born of a wish—ti; < iiiiuic f..*! . thougf^t 

t A 

' . Or last fn li^no - lo \ .\iii'.li to nonght, 

' Or put on nt'U M'ni'dai le.' O .foie I h i*l given 
The throne o! ■' klugO'ini to Istio^v II tj’ he.uin, 

' ' And tile earth .iiiJ it'- stu.nv.'. o. o! t.'i)ca, oi ^v:'^^h.‘r | 

They kept ib.ev/oi-t.l^ ’/iitlKl.o, .uei iMigin.MM n-.o-r'ier ! ' 

For I lored thoit. oi Sriii^i.aiii n-.v/anrlj Liu.i'hd. : 

That the eaiiii >vlifio 1 .mkI tln. viiv< wheu- 1 la d i' !, ; 

I 

The face I miglil Jote on, should lis'c our the Ua.e j 

, (Jl the cii.irni that ciiatid, 'iiu! ‘ndilcnly fUii ; 
i And I gave me ts' ilnnil)"!, is ll liom mu dieam 
lo another-—eailt hoiiid, and diank ol llte -.cieain 

r -u 

Like a first taste ol Mood, le-t a- natei I <jiiairtl 

I 

y . Swift poison, and never slionld Incaihe [lont the dliaft,— : 

‘Such drink as htr own mon.iuh leishand drain’d up j 

g 'When he pledged liei, and. Fat/' i ’o .< i! liis eyes in the cup. j 

I pluck’d of the frait with, lield lireatli, and a leai j 

’f,'^>That the branch vtould stait back and scieain out in my I 


i 

‘ ' V 
\ ' 







33^ 


LYcrs rriE centaur 




rS ^ ^ ■■'• 
■v “..‘^k 






\ »H» 1 " '' 

Foi orrc nt nn sijj'iu’iincif, T pliickM In the dusk ,,' V'\«'C‘V 
*\!'i .iji,)l'' j.ii'. liinp; aiul fr.ijp.wit of mxisk J '' "VV 
T’ut I';' c ’. ,li.. ''.t w ) tii wui’ (.1 wp''f)ird with ji^ore, ■ 

.AjiJ i’i' Ji.ill-'',i,cn ri.!L:m-.j't w.ii iK--)! at the core: 

/\iiv’ .I'u i>i:K 'Mio‘ till ilu‘ l')\i' of ils hln^ll, 

I 1 o!'r .1 li!o ini lioii;'li, hut (luu- ■ amc ‘■iirh ti j;ush 
Oi) jut 'i"i I, th.'t* it faiiUet! in w.'..k 

* - O 

'V''liik :!w 1 .< iil.M.'ii Vo'» ku dw kJ-.M at tlie bight 

Aik! oil ' "IK 1 ’ 111 'liiy (hiillM In that I'otc, 

'i'h.it n'y owl, siru!!'. ’g U}-, h' af v. m/s in jny throat, 

As it h’rt'’'i to Ik liee ('f :• h'ldy \vl. >li.uu! 

il lOmM to woik loijw’i ts a f'n.v h:i'l pla.m'-,; i 


7 iier« I ' n'oj '.v;:ii/nfr -,<1^ vet how to fK’e, 

A*' if uioti'd :wiw h i;, or'iiirnM inni a tui.- 

()h ! fo; innoe'll' diath.- 'md to sinli!i'.!i, v\i’i it, 

I n'r.mk of ‘i.e sto :in, wo wa iti h ; 

I jilnnocj 111 i'o v.-it-Ts, law ei< J fi-el 1 sink, 

Sonv in\isihii fate pi.ilM ' i- ha'!' ' i tl" 1 link ; 

} •''’itan ' fniin tiic roi f. ). ”n it' tn 'n n-u- lu-i'dit, 
ihi* i li r>:i tlv. ,’i o mvith a i>K.. Iv;'pi'i's fli.;ht ; 

1 rar. ,it niy n s ilvay vv-.u i at'' and no more, 

F<3r tin- la a! wowk; ikW in ..i 'K my iimln, nor the boar, 
Ihit ni'ian’i’' - all rln i; bint h,-.] fk* ,li coiiKl not smother 
7')v* liottibii ru.th, -we eir 1 in to each otiter 1 


I'hf y were n'onrnf'nlly gentle, and group’d for relSe^ 
All lof in tliri: ‘kin, bat all friends in their grief: 


•s / • 


L-'M-' 
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IvM^The leopard was thert\,—babv-miM in its fetiture: 

i ^jV^>'’fi!^wd the tiger, black-l)a>’i M, with the /:ue of a cieatiue 

‘'£*'';^That knew gentu* pi*-)' ; tin* brisik-back’d lH>ar, 

v:,',' His imiocv-nt tiisks st..i,. d witli nmlh'-ny gou*; 

■ 

X And the iaijojiin" Ii>(.na- - but kuigl'iiv’ liO mote: 
gd And the >snaki', nur wiili s-ibs tu dcvi-i* 

'i '■■' , . 

! Strange deatli, but v/i(.!i vvomaii's .un i< tinu <d eyes; 

t 

The uli tjgly vi[>e. that -,ti!l l> ):c a .inn shine 
' Through iiiti haiiy l^^i|5s^ oi .i maiilu'od il-viu" ; 

J' And the eltj'h.uu sMr(‘!\, uIlI. mote rh.iu it^ uason. 

How tlioughtru) ’ll s.uhu's.! bat ihi- is ni» season 


1 . 7’o reckon :h'ni up :n.;n ilic lag bt llinl to .d 

To tlie iiifinitn >!!;, .sobs alii.'ok hi^ [)on(Uroiis load. 

‘riicMc wen v\ » ol ail sii iol-. \vr<'tt!i«.d lorni.. when \ 
came, 

Thu-t hung <I >\\-u tla-ii lie.ub with a. hum .Jiainr ; 

The eit‘jjlu.fU hid i ' flic iauigb , era! d.c laai 
Shed o^ei Ills ( y*'-' th,.‘ (ko i. v< II of hi-, b.dr ; 

And the woinaul) .s>ea! tuiaing si,'k \cith disgust. 

Tried to vomit hcrit ll fiijiu lier .SLipLiitnic tiii-t ; 

t 

While all gtoa.u'd tba ii gioaiv. Into oiu' jr ibclr l.jt. 

As I bioiigltr tlrm th-; inia^c of wliat die) were not. 



^ 7 

♦ 1 



Then joso a wild soural r.f tin. luinaan voiie choking 
Through vile Inotai Oigans-- i-a., M'-miiuIou', eioaking ; 
Cries swrdlow’d al'iuptly d.t i o anim.i.! t<n'e3 
Attuned to st'aiige pa.sion, .o'u iull-utti.fd gmant; 
AU shuddeiiiig weaker, till ’hii-liM in a paii.e 
Of tongues in mute motion and w'dc yawning jaws; 
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AnJ I guess’d th^it those horrors were iiiuant to tell j 

'J’he tale of rln ir woes ; hut the silence told more. 

That oil tlu'ir tongues; and 1 knelt on the sod,*;? 

And ])i.neil with my voue tv> the doiuUstirring god, 

F(>i tht, sad (.ongregatinii (jf --ejijilitaiits there, 

'i'hat upturn'd U> hh heaven hiufi' hKC’s of ptriyer; 

And I ceased iiiul they iittefil a nu-.ining so deep, 

'r' 

’riic:t 1 WL]it fur my luatt-ease,—hut they could not weep? 

Aiid ga/'*.* with led eyehailall nisifiilly dry. 

At the luinfoit of teais in a sUi't's Inim.in eye. " V 

'j"hen I motiim’d them round, and. lo soothe tin ir distress, ' ' 

I caieis'd, and they hint tluni to ntei t nr, laress, 

'j’lKir ncck.s to my aim, ..ed th '!i heails to my )>alm. 

And with pool g;*':, 'n) i)l sudei’d meekly anc! calm 
'J’hosi* foil ns o' kind.ie-,-', w'itldicld hy lend life ' ^ 

Fioiu I'L turns rh it might i hill the wain', pi'y t > hate: 

So they pas'dv'1) huiv'd- ^ ,v^. iji.f th.-i lea[»L 
'To my huast 'iki. .1 -i ti v, and p'- ■ m; K' . r,]'!; 

Ill uiihiate of Ml) m*' 1., ..'i 1 will' ( isses hlister'd 
!Mv lijis hi la ..h jo\i‘li-'i dIe^v' h ud waid, ^nd glistei’d 
Hcrevis ill mv lac •, nd loud !i\ ing alFiiglu, 
iJnipL down, aiid s;vi]t: .stait d aw ly from my .sight! 


V' Zli' 


7'his soi-iovv »y i., thi'i's, !>ul ihiiie wretched my lot, 
'j’lir'i d hiLue in my son), tliougli my body was not, 
When 1 fled from lie .oi'ow of woni.inly fares, 

'J'hai .shrouded iheii v\ >•. in tJie sliaJe of lone places. 
And dash’d otf hiiglit teais, till their fingers were WCl# 
And then wij)i d theii liih i,cith long tresses of jet: 


t- 




^ * \-Jr 






■H, tS', . 
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1 fled—tliongh they stretch’d out their hftnds, all 


' entingled 


hair, and blood-'^t:iln'd ol the breasts they had 
M'VC, mangled,— 

(,« ■! " Cl ' 

'Though they r.'di’d -and peif hance but to a'k,ha<l! seen 
\ .(li',-Their loves, cu 1(» t U the vile wion.,- that had liecii: 

• J'/'But T stay’d luit to heai, k“it ibe stmy dioul i ItoM 
' , Some Iiell fouu f*f word., somi enchautnien;, oi’fo ♦(dd^ 

■ Might translate me in to a brire; and 1 tlieacied 
To gaze on tbair cliatms, U-i, ni\ :airh diould be wedded 
y With some pity, - a-i 1 !(ne ip lIi.i! pity pLichaace— 

; To a iliing not all i )\v‘ly ; lor oiue at a gLiiv’e, 

Metlioiiehu wlu'i one .1,1 de'.ciied a blight wonder 
' Tiiat flow’d like long lividet Liudtr 

‘rhe long lenii) gra^^, -w'th so lova Ij .t I'li.ii^, 

I.S 

' Could it lie a raiake-tad madi- the ehami oi*' th-. n .if 


. So I ro'iniM in that riiele of hoirors, and Fear 

Walk’d with me, hy liiih, ;nul in v.dleys, :inil near 
^ Cluster’d tiees for ilieir gloc-iTi —nut to shelter from 
li(?at— 

But lost a brnte-sbadow should grow at my fee^; 

. Aud besides that full oft in the .luishinv place 
“ft iDark shadows \vouKl eatber like i loiick-. on its f.ice, 

* V r • ' 

' y >/'In the liorrible likeniss of demors ( that none 
Could see, like invisible fl.imes in the sunl: 
v'/"' But grew to one moiistei that sei.'.ec! on the ligl\t, 

y^ffiJUke the dragon that strangles tlie moon in the night; 

jii . '■ 

%% i .1! ■ , . 
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Fierce fiphinxf'?. lonj:: serpent^, and asps oF the south;'' ''/:1‘ 

* ' * iwi* 

Wilti l)inl*^ of boak, aiul all horrors that drouth ■ % 

Enwiidcr^ of slime* in tlic land of tin* post, 

' "’xt i 

Vile s!m] 1 ''S Avitliont sli.qic, and foul hats of the West, ^ 
Eriu^int^ N';*l't on their ; ;iiid i-l.e iioilles wherein 

<iioat iJralirn.i irnpns'"is tht sjun'is ol ‘in, '\S 

y -i 

Manr-h.mdi J. that hlopt in one ph..nU)m ol fi^dit / 

Lift a J itan, .’.Mil tlwi atfiiliv u.in d with the li^i^ht j 
f Inwo hoa.il ine wmK! ‘•hinL tli. t jMvi to close, 

\\ ill'll than tnsh'd on ili.it 'di.tdtwvv i^vM.C'n cl foes, 

'I’Jiut iiv.’r ivtl) ‘■l.cti]) bt.'-ks .iiul w'Mi oj j.iws, 

Witli ll.ipj'iine,'; ofwinr .i;id lii itr .ispiii”, ol claws, 

I 

Anil w'liiils of loni^ 'ah’' - -1 ‘•cm ilie ijuick flutter 

Oj hapneiiT*- dl-'i'M i M - . 01 .1 n ik*. 'liotih’d to 

Mii'amin >■. of j a-ri.-- dji' swift motioi' of Mows, 

And wio tlinp of ,i nr- to t!ii fii; lit at .!)• Jov', 

Wlieii the du-’t A the (..itii st.«il!i‘(i n; v\.in^ in liiip'', 

And fli w on tlia whiilwlii.' lok ivM t'n i; wintis. 


'rhus ihiy fil'd -ivn fot(» atui—l-iif '’fn*:! to O'ow 
Like fi'at'. in niyeyi**'. winn 1 w.d’ \! to and fio 
In the shadow''-, ' nd Jih fiom ‘■onu* heini’i's unseen 
The w'utm h u h of fd".e'i, luit ch an or iinclean 
I knew not. p-m whether the Jove 1 li.ul won 
Was of heavf n or hell - till caif day in the sun. 

Ip, its vciy noon-hi ij-i*, ) ci-iild f mry a thinp; 

Of beauty, hut f.iiiit as ilie i ioud-inirtois fling 
On till g.»/.e of the .slieplierd that watclies the sky, 

I 

Ilali-set'P and liali-t!i earn'd, in the soul of his eye. 
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LYCUS THE CENTAim, 
in my musing'* I gLi7.cc! on the stream. 


motionless trances of tln)iight, there vronlJ sicm 
face like that l’ac«‘, lo'^king iipwaul tiiroMy,li mine; 

j I * 

,>'f ' With its eyes full of lov*., and the dim tlrcnvnec! shine 
Of limbs uinl fair eariTieiits, lik(' clone's in (hat blue 
V Serene; — theie I .stood for lung, hcniis lniL to ciew 
' 'Those fond earnest evc'' tliat were nt'M imliind 
Towards rrn*, anil winkM as lIm c^a^(L-^v<l^l chlffed 
Between; Inii the fish Jvju w that ine'crne, ami ]jlii.d 
’ Their long ciuv^ taih^ and avu' daitu! ad.h. 


Thtiie I for lost time, and forgot all the 

tilings 

That oiire Ii'lJ been woiuios—the jishe- -with wi o;-. 
And the giiinmer of ma* uified « m s ! lokM 
Fiotn the fdotuns of t!ie lantun’ like jumiI in a cogj 
And tljch'ige i iuIIl'-^ m r,*- nt o' silvny 'Je-un, 

Slow wiiidiiv. a.loitL, hki LL tide in the '^lieani. 

Some in.i'td of Ua. Ntiiad, intdunight 

Held mo deal in the )H\nl tjf lui e\e - ;niil I hionglit 
My wish to rli 't fanry ; and 01 ten I dadi'd 
My lintbs in ^'ne warei, and .sudd.enly si)lash'd 
The cool drops atoimd me. yet Jung to the hiink. 
Chill’d by watery feais, how tlmt heiiuty niiglit sink 
With my life in her arms to he gaiden and hind me 
Witli its long tangled grasses, or cvntl!) wind mo 
, In some eddy to hum out my lifs* in her eat. 

Like a spider-caught bc-c,—and in aid of tliat ftsir 
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' LYCUS the centaur. 34i'-^7 

Then they cea‘icd—1 had heard as the voice of my star 
... . . . 


That told me the truth ot my iovruncs—thus far 
f I had read r»f my sorrow, and lay in the hiisli 
Of deep meditation,—when lo ! a li<;ht ciusli 

h-* ^ 

Of the I'eeds, ai\d I turn'd and look'd rcunul in tlie ni^ht 

yi- Of new snpshine, and ^aw, as I ''ipi^'d of tin 

/ . Narrow-winking, the ii’alivi-d nyj7ij/h of the stream, 

*\ , 

'' ■ Rising up from the wave wi*h the ht'nd and the gh-am 

j > 

N 

Of a fountain, and o'er Iilm' white .u rns he kept throwing 
' Bright torrents oi hair, that went floui'ig and llowing 
' In falls to her feet, and <he hlue s\aters roll'd 
"Down her liinh. lik', a gaiinent, in many a fold, 
Sur-spangJ< .i, goh!-!'’,iiil'jr’d and (kd fai hi.hind, 

Like an iiifiaiie tiain. So s}](. raine aiiil reclined 
lu the reeds, and [ hunger’d t.) see Ik r miswil 
The buds of h(.r <‘y •' t!ia^ ^vonI^.l ope and K-\e,ii 
The Mne that Wis in then!, -they opi d ind she laiseJ 
Twa’' orbs el jniie .’iy,t.d, ainl timidly ear.ed 
With her eyc' (Ml t;u (‘yes; hut their colour and sliine 
Was of that which tliey look'd on, and mo-'t!) of mine— 
For she lovtd me,—except when she blush’d, and they 
’ sank, 

"' Shame-humbled, to nuinhcr the stones on the Ijank, 

Or her play-idJe fmgeis while limping she told me 
iV" ' How she put on her \ei!. and in love to behold me 
Would wing thrcaigh the "un till she fainted away 
■, , Like a mist, and then flew to 1 )li waters and lay 
.''X:} Tn love-patience long Ik.hiis, aiul son; dazzled her eyes 

p Slips' f 

^In watching for mine 'gainst the midsummer skies, 

f* f . i* 

te.."' . - - 
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But now they were heal’d,—O my heart it 
When I think of the charm of her changeable glance, "'I 

' I 

And my image how •^mnll wlam it ‘sank in the deep " 
Of her eyes wlierc her soul was, —Ahis! now they weep,- 
And none knoweth where. In what stream do her eyes 
Shed invisible tears ^ Wbo lieholds where her sighs 
Flow in rd(lii‘s. or sei's the ascent of the leaf 
She !ia> phivk'd with her tu‘ise^? Who listens her grief 
Like a far fall of wateis, or heats wlieic her feet 
Grv>w emphatic among the loose pebbles, and heat 
’i'lieni togetlicr? Ah' sunJ) her flow is float adowm 
'Fo l!io ‘)i‘a unaccepted, and liitli- onts drown 
For need of Iht mercy,--i've:’i In. v,'’!ios(‘ twin-l)rot(ier 
Will miss liim foi ever; and the -.ornm'fiil motlier 
Implorcth in vain for his hruU to kiss 
And sling to, all diijiping .oid cold as it is. 

BeCiiuse rliat soft poty is lost in liaid ]),i‘n ! 

VvV loved, iiow we lo\t{''—lor 1 nor again 

Of the woes tli.il were v\hi ner J life feai- in tiiat place 
If I gave me to l)t.auty. I L-i hic* was the fice 
F.m away, and her eyes vveie the tliat were drow'n’d 
For my ahseiicc,— 'kt arms were the arms that sought 
round 



And claspt rne to nought; for I gazed and became 
Only true to my^ falsehood, and had but one name 
For tvs'-Q love■^, and rail d evi i cn Aigle, sweet maid 
01 till; ‘Ky-loving waiei , -and was not afraid 
Of the 'ight of hci skin-for It never could be. 
Her bean'v and love were misfbitunes to me! 
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^^^^'i'.Tbus our blihs had cndnivd for a time-^horten’d space, 
a clay made of ihroe, and tljc snjile of ])er face 
been with me for joy,—when sin; told me hideed 

love was self-l.i'kM with a woih that would need ♦ 

mv ' . . ' 

short hours, for in truth ’twa; the veriest ])ity 

w:' 

f ^''v'Our love .should not last, and then san'» me a dit^v, 

V^'^i ■ ^ 

1 ^-’ 'Of one with wami lips tint biiould love her, and love 

■jher 

.i ■' 

;.>a ,‘When suns were lunijt dim and lon;^ .le,*’, p.i,t over. 

So she fled witli her voice, .r nl I jiutiLiitly m.'sled 
t'’ p' My Lirnhs in the ntth, in ‘'till (pilet, and -ted 

.V % 

Til! my thou;.',his ^,ievv t xtinct. uiid I s.iuk in a sleep 
! > Of dreams,— hu'' tluir inii'anin^ wa" hidden too di'i'p 
To be read wh.it ilieir woe ; -iuit still it was woe 
, . TIrat was wait on all faces tliat swain to and ho 

' *\ 

In that rlxer of nielo ; - ^oid the '”..ve ol t'e, ei < ‘ cs 

i> ^ L ' l > / 

Was sad,— and tlic hi ntl (>f 1 he.r hi ov,", .eid ihels cries 
; ' Were R»'cn, !nit I he.ird nut. ’J lu- ^^alm tmuli ot te.irs 
I ' Tnviird <low'n my coU! cheeks, and I shook till my 
feais 

' ^ ' Awaked me, and lo! 1 w:ir coiichM in a bower. 

The growtii of long sunmier-i leiiM up in an hour! 

Then I said, in tlie feat of my dream, 1 will ily 
Trora this magic, but could not, because that my eye 
Grew love-idle among tlic lich hloorns; ami the earth 
; V.’‘"'Held me down with its coolness of touch, .incl the mirth 

■ V j ^ 

some bird was above me,—who, e\en in lear, 

} K f 

Would startle the thrush? and methought there drew 

ijX'- ' near 

fV 
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A form a‘;of — luU it was not the fare •, 

Hope made, and I knew the witch-Qiicen of that placed 
Even CiiTf. the Cruel, that came like a Dead) 

Which 1 feaiM, and yet fled nor, for want of my hreath. 
'I'herewa^ .thought in. her face, and her i ves were not raised 
From the t^rass at h'-i foot, hut I saw, as J j^azed, 

Ilei spin'-* and her coimten.ince clian).vei1 with her mind 
As she ]^!ann\! liow to thiall me will) beauty, and hind 
My '■oui to liei charms,—and Ijcr ionj; tU'S)-- play’d 
prom vhade ii'to shine and iioni slnne into sliadi-, 
lake a day in mid-autumn, - hr'-t fall, O how fair! 

With loiiL’’ snaky locks <A the ad.di i-hlack hair 

«. j ^ 

That ciimp; loiiml Ikm- nei. k.- —thos;* dai k loi ks that I ]uizc* 
For the sake of a maid that oiu\' Io\ed me \yhu e)es 
Of tliat fathomless bin.,—hut clianged as they toll’d. 

And bri[ditei>’d, and ‘luiiieiily hlvdl into .fold 
Tliat she comb’d into flaines, and »he lotl^ that fell down 
rnrii’d fiark as they fidl, hut 1 -I’^dite-' tla it brown, 

Noi loved, liil i saw the I'^ht rineLts shed wild, 

'J’liat innocence wears when she is hut a diildj 
And her eyes,—OIi 1 ne'er had ht.cn witch’d with their 
shine. 

Had they been am^ othc r, my vFe](', than thine I 


Th- n I 'rave me to mafpe, and jrazed till I madden’d 
In the hill of their lif;ht. --hut I sadden'd and sadden’d 
The detper I lookM, —till I sank on the snow 
Of her bosom, a thing made of terror and woe. 








'‘V'j- 
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answer’d its tlirob with the shudder of fears, 
hid my cold eyes fiom her ryes with my tears, 

'' fe'v' c* ^ ^ 

And strain’d her white arms with tJ)c- Mill languid 
weight 

a fainting distress. 'Ihtic she sat like the Fate 
v;J9 That is nurse unto Dead), and bent over in sliame 
’ To hide me fioni her—tin tine Tl'-ple—that came 
'■i' Witli the woni-i on her lips the false witch had fore- 

. V •? 

i ■ • given, 

To make rnc immoi*jl- -for now I was v\cn 
At tlie poitals of Death, who hut wmIilJ the liii'ih 
' Of world-^-soun«l. in niy ear t<> ery \vi ii'.mv', and iip.h 
With rnv soul io thi* hanks ol lil-» hl.uk Hinvin'' livei. 

^ o 

Ob, wouhl it had lll)'v^|' for my hody fn e\(.r, 

Eiv I I sten'il those words, wlieii 1 fdt with a stait. 

The life-blood lu Ii h.uk in oia* thioh to my inait. 

And saw the pale lips win. re the lest ol that ■^pill 

Had })eri,ih\l in honoi—and lieaid tlic farewell 

Of that vrdte that was diown’d in the <iash of the 

‘ ' strt am ! 

■« 

How fain hat! 1 [ollow'’d and plunged with that scream 
Into death, but my being iiuH;^tnantly kigg’d 
i ’ T Through the biutalised fle^h that I i^ainfully dragg’J 

Behind me:—“ O Ciice! O mother of sj)ite ! 

5 *’>' 

t Epeak the last of that cm sc ^ aiul impiisou me quite 

! In the husk of a brute,— that no pity may name 

' 1))^'"The man that I was,--that no kindled m ly claim 
; The monster I am ! Let me utteily he 
! fei&ttite-buried, and Natuie’s dishonour with me 
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Uninscribctl —liiit slu* listen'd my prayer, that 
praise 

To her mcilire, with smiles^ and :id\Ised me to gazft •'' 

On the rive I for lo\e,—and jH iihance she would make 
Ill pity a main' without eye-) Jur my sake .iS-^ 

And she 1 h me like Scum. I'liun 1 ask’tl of the wavft, 
What mon'^ter I w--, and it trenikied and gave 
Tht' tri’.e shap-' of my giief, and 1 tuin’d with rny face 
From all watep. for evi r, and fli d iln-ough that place, 

'I'll! wit), lioiior more strong than all ni.igie I pars’d 
Its bound.', and the wfiild wa- l.el(/ie me at List. 

Tlu’u* I wandi'i’d in sotiow, and ‘.himTi’d the abode? 

Of m^*ri, that ■'roo.! up in the likencs'! of Ood.s, 

Bu*‘ I S.1W from afat th.c warm shiiM* of tie* .suis 
On tlit'ir citie«, wheio tuaii was a million, f’lie; 

And 1 saw tlie whiti- 'moLi ut their all n . ascu.-ling, 
Thatshow'd w'Ikji the hearts ot the m.uiy wei\ hU'nding, 
And the wind in my face L'i' ii<drit -In ill voices tfiat came 
From the trumpets tii.u gatlici'd whole bands in one 
fit me 

As a choiU'- of n.an,— and they streamed from tlic gates 
Like a dnsk\ lil'aM.nn i)ourd out to the Fates. 

But at times tlu ,e wen gentler procet.Mons of peace 
7'hat 1 watch’d with rny sold In my eye.s till tlitir cease, ' 
TIu'ic were women ’ th, n mon I but to me a tliird eex 
H saw them ail dots -yet 1 loved them as .sjjecks: 

An.I oft to psuage a sad yefirning of eyes 
1 stole nea- the city, but stole covert-wise 
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i®.^^irtkea wiJfl beast of love, and perclianre to be smitten 
some hand that 1 ratln-r had wept on than Idtten! 
‘Oh, I once had a h.innt near a cot wheic a mother 
■;, ^'.'VOaiiy sat in the sli.ule Avhh her child, and would smother 
' Its eyelids in ki>>s(s, :ind then in it'. ■>!( ep 
{/u\ Sang tlreams in its ein ol manhood, whih' deep 
j In a thicket of ssillow' I p.r-ed o’er the hi.';''/k'; 

7'hat murmin’d Intwetii ns ami 1 is^dd tliem with looks j 
But the vvilliiw^ unhiVM'.’i'd tlvir ‘u iet, and never 

d' - I return’d to a sp,-*- I lud ‘,r.Lit]«.d f.n ever, 

» ' 

Though I oft long’d to I-now, hut could ask it of none, 
Was the mothei still fail, and how hlg wUi licr son? 


For the h >nntei^ of field-, iliey all shuriiiM irv l-'-y flight. 
The nun in iheii horioi, the women in fright; 

None I'vei um.iin’<l -.ace a cliiU) once that spotted 
Among; tlie wild l/iiie!)t ih, and playfully com fed 
The breeze; aiui beside him a >s]:Lck!ed snake lay 
Tight stnuigh (1, because it bad hiss’d Jiim away 
From the flowei at his linger ; he ro'-\* and diew near 
Like a Son of Immoitals. one horn to no fear. 

But with streiigtli of black lockt. and with eyes azure 
gy' bright 

- ■’ To grow to Lirge manhood of merciful might. 

i', , / He came, with his fate of hold wonder, to feel, 

hr'' 1 

The hair of my side, and to lift up my lieu I, 

And question’d my face with wide ejes; but when 
//'' * under 

ATy lids he saw t .^ais, —foi I we]jt for his wonder. 


. «»{,■» 
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He stroked me, .ajid utter'd such kindliness then. 

That the once love of women, tlio frietuKliip ol’mtai ^ *! 
In past sorrow, no kindness e'ci eamc like a kiss J 

On my hc:irt in i(s ile-olare day such as this! 

And I yearn d a: his (iu-tks in my lose, and down bent. 
And ]ifte»! Inni iij) \Aiili my arms with intent 
I’o kiss !(I.n.—hut Ije cnic 1-kindlv. .il.is • 

j 

Held out to my lip> .1 ])lutK’d handiull of y;rass * 

'J'hen J diopt liim in ImiHU", i>ii£ lilt as 1 fled 
The stone he inuiynanlly innlM a* my h. ui, 

'l'lu.t dis'-i vei \1 my eai,--hii*" I iclt iiot, v-liose fate 
Was to meet ir.oiv disttes- iii his lo^e titan his hate! 



Thus 1 wander'd compa.unn'd t)f eiief and loiioni 
Till I wish'd for tliat land wheie my luin'i wai honi. 
Bill what was that land wii!"' it*- jom-, ^,\h< t mv lionie 
W^as Self-shut rne for why -h >uiid 1 ..time 

Like an aftcr-distres- to my {n't'x-; '’.iid/u fatfier. 

With a hH;^ht to the last of ^’^ht ? lei /dm ratl'.er 
Lament foi me dead, and shed tcaiin tJie uin 
W^here I wa^- not, ani' still in fond eu mni v turn 
To his son even svfh as Ik 1 'ft him. (ill. how 
Could 1 walk with the youth once my ftlJows, hat now 
Like Gods to my luinihled estate ? -or iiow bear 
The .Steeds onc\- the jiride of r ly i,yts and tlie care 
Of my hands t Then 1 turn’d me self hani.sh*tl, ana capat^ 
Into 'rhe.ssalv liere, where 1 met with the same 
As mj'self. i have heard how they met by a stream 
In games and wete suddenly changed by a scream 
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jf^Tliat made wretches of many, as she roll’d her wild eyes 
^•^nAgainst heaven, and so vanish’d.—The gentle and wise 
^'l^se their thou^lit-s in deep .studies, and others their ill 
■ In the mirth of mankind where they mingle them still. 


h(^NNCT 

FOR Tin; 14T11 or H'JUU'ary. 


No popular respect will 1 omit 
To do thee honour on happy clay. 

When eveiy loy.d lov^er task*- hi-, wit 
His .simjde trutii in. stndiou'! rhymes to paj, 
And to his mistress deai his hopes convey, 
Rathcr thou knowest I would still outrun 
All calendars with I^ove’s,—whoso date alway 
'rhy bright eyes govi'rn better than the Sun,— 
For with tljy iavoni was my life begnu ; 

And .still i reckon on from smiles to smile.>,. 
And nc»t by summers, for I thrive on none 
But tho.se thy cheerful countenance compiles : ' 
Oh! if it be to choose and call thee mine, 
Love, thou art every day rny Valentine, 


MORAL lUSlFLECriONS ON THE CROSS 

Sr. PAUL’S. 


Tiil man that pays his pcnCL', and gOi:s 
Up to fliy Itjfry cioss, St. Paul, 

Looks over London’s naked nose, ' 

Women aiid men: 

The world is all beneath his ken. 

He sits .»bove tlic Ball 
He st-erns on Mount Olympu-.’ top* 

Among the Gods, hy JiipiLot ! and ids drop 
ITis eyes horn the cmnyteal clouds 
On mortal crowds. 

Seen from these skii's, 

How small rhose emmets in oer evt' 1 

a 

Sonu cariy little sticks —and o,ic 
Ills eggs -to warm th'^rn in the sun; 

IXaj ! whar .i liiisile. 

And hustle ! 

And there’s my aunt. 1 know her by her waists 
So long and thin. 

And so plncii’d in, 

Just in tin; pismire taste. 

Oh! wliat are men 1 —Jleings so smAi» 

'‘J'hat, should I fall 
Upon tiieir little heads, I must 
Crush them by hundi eds into dust! 



r' ' . 
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MORAL REFLECTIONS. 




J -And what is life ? and all its ages— 

S 

! Tliere’s seven stages! 

!|:^’:'''»Turnham Green! Chelsea! Putney! Fulham! 
Brentford! and Kew! 


Brentford! and Kew! 

KwV ' And Tooting, tool 

And oh! what verj’- little nags to pull Vin. 

> . Yet each would seem a hoiM> indeed. 

S ' - If here at Paul’s tip-top we’d got *em ; 

;, . Although like Cinderella’s lueed. 

They’re mice at ’bottom. 

Then let me not despise a horso, 

I'v Y’hough he looks small Itom Paul's high cro^s; 

Since lie would be,—as near the sky. 

!' .' —Fourteen liatuL high. 


What is tins world with London in its lap ? 

Mogg’s Map. 

The Thames, that e!)bs and flows in its hioad cliannel 
A tidy kennek 

The bridges stretcliing from its hanks? 
iitone planks. 




Oh me! hence could I read an admonition 
To mad Ambition! 


But that he would not listen to my call. 

Though I should stand upon the cross, and ballt 


S&‘-' * 
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THE MERMAID OF MARGATE, 


On Margate beach, where the sick one roams. 
And the sentimental reads; 

Where the maiden flirts, and the widow conjcs— 
Like the ocxian—to cast her weeds ;— 

Where urchins wander to pick ajj shells. 

And tlie Cit to spy at the — 

Like the water gala at SadL'i's Wells,-— 

And the Chandlei for wateiy dips ;— 


There’s a maivlen sirs by the oce^n biirn. 
As lovely and fair as sin! 

But woe, deep Wiitm and voc to him. 
That she snareth hke Peter Fin ! 


Her head i® crownj'd witli piefty .sea-wares, 

And her lock*; are golden and loose; 

And seek to her feet, like rither folks’ heirs, 

To stand, of coui^'e, in her shoes ! 

And all day long, she combeth tliem well. 

With a sea shark’s prickly jaw ; 

And her mouth is just like a rose-lipp’d shel^ •; 
The fairest tliat man e’er saw! . 'i 









THE MERMAID OF MARGATE. 


the Fishmonger, humble as love may be, 
I Hath planted his seat by her side; 

"Good even, fcir maid! Is ihy lover at sea, 

< 

To make thee so watch the tide ?” 

She turn’d about with her pearly brows; 

An’S clasp’d liim by rlie liand :— 

" Come, love, with me ; I’ve a bonny house 
On tlie golden Goodwin Sand.” 


And then she gave him a ‘•iron kiss. 

No honey coin b e’ei was sweeter; 

Pool wretch I how little he dreamt for this 
That Peter sliould lie salt-Petcr; 

And aw'ay with hi r prize to th(‘ wave she leapt. 
Not walking, as damsels do. 

With toe and heel, as she ought to have stept. 
But she hopt like a Kangaroo! 


One plunge, and then the victim was blind. 
Whilst tliey gallop’d across tlie tide: 

At last on the bank he waked in his mind, 
And tlie Beauty was by his side. 


One half on die sand, and half in the 
But his air all began to hdlfen; 


‘-.For when he looked where her feet should be. 


‘ 


Bhe had no more feet than Miss Biden! 
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But a scaly tail of a dolJ)hin^s growth 
In the dabbling btine did soak. 

At last she open’d her pearly mouth. 

Like an oystei, and thus she spoke;— 

You crimj^r my father who was a •-kate; — 
And my fiister you sold—a maid ; 

So here remain fv’)t a fishlike fate. 

For lost you arc, and betray’d P’ 

And away she went, with n leaguM's seieajn. 
And a splash of her ‘au(“y tail; 

In a moment be lost tJu silver) gleam 
That shone on her splendid niallj 

The sun went down wit I* a blond-r«-d flame, 
And the sky giew clotidv and bia( k, 

And the tumbling billow^ Ijr^e loap-fiog came. 
Each over the otbci’s back! 

All, me ! it ):ad been a beautiful scene, 

Witli the safe terra-firma tound ; 

But the gram water-hillo( ks all seem’d to him 
Like those in a chuTcbyard giound ; 

And Christians love in tlie tiul to lie, 

Not in watery gravt s to be: 

Nay, tlie veiy fishi‘,-> will soontT die 
On the land tliau in tlie sea; 
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''Atiid whilst he stood, the watery strife 

jVtW^P|A ' 

Encroached on every hand, 

W' ground decu-asM—hi'' moments of life 

. Seem’d mcvisiu’d, like Time’s, by sand ; 

'v.: 


V ' 



And still flu* v/iitiTs fvm’d in, like ale, 

In fiont and on eitherdlank. 

He knew that Goodwin and Co. must fail. 
There was such » run on the bank.— 

A little more, and a little more. 

The surges came tumhling in ; 

He sang the evening hymn twice 'd^r. 

And thought of every sin ! 

Each flounder and plaiet lay cold at his hear! 

As cohl as his mat Me slab ; 

And he thought he felt in every part 
'I’hs pincers of scalded crab. 

The squealing lobsters that he had boil’d. 
And tire little potted slirimjs'i, 

All the horny prawns he had ever spoil d. 
Gnaw’d into his soul, like imps! 

‘'i- 

And the billows were wandering to and fio. 
And the glorious sun was sunk, 

And Day, getting black in the face, as tlio’ 
Of the nigln-shade she had drunk ! 


r ' ''f AS* 
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Had there been but a smuggler's cargo adrift 
One tub, or keg, to be seen. 

It might have given his spirit's a lift 
Or an anker where Hope might lean! 

But thtre WviS not a box oi a beam afloat, 

To raft him from that sad plac< ; 

Not a nor a yawl, "f a rnackeie! boat, 
Nor a smack upon Neptune’s face. 

At last, his lingering hopes to buoy, 

He saw a sail aiul a mast, 

And called “ y\ho) ' " -hut it wa*. not a boy. 
And so the ve-.sel wciit 

And with saucy wing that flajijdd in ’.i‘> lace. 
The wild bird about liim flew. 

\ntli a ahrilly srrtam that twitted hi; case, 
“Why, tliou art a sea-gull wo ! ’’ 

And io! the tide v. js over his feet; 

Oh ! his lie?It Iiogan to free/c. 

And slowly to puLe:—in another beat 
The wave was up to his knees ! 

He was deafen’d amidst the mountain-tops. 
And tire salt spray bliiKled his eyes, 

And wash’d away^ the otlier salt-drop, 

'riiat grief had caused to arise 






A VALENTINE. 


jnst as his body was all afloat 




And the suiges above him broke. 

He was saved from the hungry deep by a boat. 
Of Deal—(but builded of oak). 


f K J 
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The skipper gave him a diani. as he lay. 

And chafed liis siiivonng fikio ; 

And the angel retuiuid that wa- flying away 
^ With the ‘spirit of Pi ‘ei Fin ! 


A VALENTINE. 

On ! cruel heart' ere the‘i‘ p(i-<tliumr)u''. pap'-ts 
Have met tliiru; eyes, I t>hall be our ot i-realI': 
Those creel eyes, like fwo Jeticreai tapers, 

Have only lighod tne (.lie way to death. 
Perchance, tliou wilt cKtinguish them in vap<»nrs 
When I am gone, and grec-n grass covereth 
Thy lover, lost; but it will be in vain— 

It wdll not bring tlie \ital spark again. 


Ah ! when those eyes, like tapers, binn’d so blue. 
It seemed an omen that we must expect 
The sprites of lovers ; and it boded true. 

Fori am half a sprite—a gho^t elect; 
Wherefore I wiite to thee this last adieu, 

With my last pen—befoie that I elleet 
: My exit from the stag^'j just stoppkl before 
., The tombstone steps tiiat lead us to death's door. 
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Full soon these eyes, now liquid bright. 
Will turn dead dull, and wear no radiance, sa?v 
They ri)t d a dreary and inhuman light. 

Illum'd widiin by glow-worm c of tlie grave j 
These ruddy cheeks, so pleasant to the sight, 
'J'hese lusty legs, and all tin.* limhs T have. 

Will keep deatir^ rarnival, and, foul or fresh, 
Mu.t bid farew.lJ, a long farewell, t<’ flesh * 


Yea, and this verv heart, that die' fo' tliee 
* 

As broken victuals to the w'-rms will go ; 

And all the woih’ will diru' ag^dn luit me— 

For I shall )ia\(; no 'tomach and 1 kno',/, 
Wnen 1 am <:-hosrly, rliwu v,’ilt sprightly he 
As now thou art; hut will not te.'js i f woe 
Wafer thy spirits, witii j'emorse 'djimcc. 

When tliou dost pause, and tlunk of tlte defunct ? 


And when thy soul is Imried in a sleep, 

In midnighr solitude, anti little dreaming 
pf suci^ a siHctte—what, il I sht-uld cR-ep 

jjSffi _ ^ ^ 

”^^^ithin thy jnescnce in siuh diiinal seeming; 

Thine eyes will stare themselves awake, and wef 7 >. 

And thou wilt cros? thyself with treble screaming^ 

And j,ray with mingled ptmilence and dicad 

Th'it I were less alive—or not so dead. 





TIME, HOPE, AND MEMORY. 


af'/^ 

« ' 


; Then will th 7 heart confess thee, and reprove 
This wilful homici<l(‘ which thou hast done: 
And the sad Li)ir.ipli of so much love 
Will eat into my heart, as if in stone : 

And all the hneis that around thee move, 

Will read my fate, and tremble for their own; 
Aitd strike upon their IvartJess hi easts, and sij;h, 
'* Man, born of woinan, must of woman die ! ” 


Mine <‘ycs glow diopslcal—I c,in no more— 

And wliat is written them may'st sco; e to read, 
Sln'ttiiT' thv teMh-'^s eves.— ’I’n 'ue — 'tu o'er— 

■ > y 4 

My hand i't destin’d for anmht'i deed 
But one last w<>id from its re'll". 

And my lime he.iit in silentness will bleed ! 
Alas! it oneht to take a life to tell 
I'hat one last woid—that fare—fare—fare thee we 


TIME, HOPE, AND MEMORY. 


I BEARD a gentle maiden, in the sjjring, 

V _ Set her sweet sighs to music, and tlius sing: 

'"‘'Fly through the world, and I will fellow thee, 
^i/Only for looks that may turn back on me ; 
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** Only for roses that ynur chance may tlirow— « 
Though witlieiM—1 will wear them on my brow# 
To be a thougiitfal fragrance to my braiiij— 
WarmM with such Jove, that tht'jf will h'oom again. 


“Thy love Jiefore tlii e, I must tread bchindj 
Kissing thy jooiprinr'. tiu'ugli to me unkind; 

Bin trust in'l all liL-r fondness, tlv’Ugh it seem, 

Lest thy rnio love should rest on a t.d-'e dieam. 

“IT* r lace is smiling, and her voice is sweet; 

But smiles ii.iy, ;md mndc sink’s Jereh ; 

And wordsS sptak false :--yer, if iliey welcome prove, 
ril be ilicir echo, and H'Jk:;c theii lo\e. 


“Only if w'aki-n’d eo sad tnnh, at last, 

The hittLiness to coin--, and s\v> etll!’^'' pp.t; 
When tlioi: art vc:.t, th- n turn ii*i, and ste 
Tliou hast loved Hope, bin Merjo’y loi.^d thee.’* 


HERO ANO LEANDER. 


To s. T. CO I, I auH r. 

It is not witii a hope my fetdoie praise 

Can add one inomi'ni'e) honour to thy own, 

»■ ' 

That with thy mighty name I grace these lays; 
I seek to glorify myscif alone . 

For that some piecious favour thou hast shown 
'I'o my endeavour in a l)y-gone time, 
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Attd by this token [ would have It known 
Thou art my fiiend, and friendly to my rhyme 1 
It Is my clear ambition now to climb 
Still high <•1 in thy thought,—if my hold pen 
May thrust on contempi.itions male .suhlinie.— 
But I am tliir^'ty foi thy jiuii'-e, loi when 
We gain appLiust i ftom tiie gieat In name. 

We seem to bo partakois ol tl'L tr iame. 


Oil Bards of old ! wM. t sorrows have ve sung, 
And tragic «tnri*s, elnoniclui in stone,— 

»Sad Phiiomsl re«i''ud her i:uiihM tongn*-. 
And tiandorm'd Niohe in Ji:mbiie-.s -.hown • 
Sweet Sappho c'n lui love foi evei c dK, 

And Hero on the diown’d Luindei falls 1 



Was it that ■^jM'Ctacle--' ot ‘‘ndvlet plights 
Sliould make our bliises relish the moic- high ? 
Then all fair dames, and maidens, and true knighf* 
Whose flouii-liM lortuiu-s prosper In 1 five’s eye. 
Weep here, ur.to a tale of Ancient grief. 

Traced from the course of an old b.is-rolief. 


There stands Ahydos !—here is Se- nis’ steep, 
Hard by the gusty margin of the sea. 

Where sprinkling waves continually do leap • 


And that is where those famous lovers lie, 
builded glcKjm shot up into tlie grey, 
if the first tali wat Ii tow'r of the day. 
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Lo! how the lark soans upward and is gone ; 
Turning a spirit as he nears the sky. 

His voice is lieard, tliough body there is none, 
/\nd Jain-like music scatteis fiom on high ; 
But Love would fellow with a falcon sjjire. 

To jjIuck. the min-ttel from Ills dew}' height. 


For Ixive hath framed a ditty ol iegrets, 

'l uued to the hollow sobbings on the slioie, 

A vexing sense, tliat with like r.iU''ic frets, 
And chimes tliis dismal 1 uuhtn o’ei and o'tr. 
Saying Leander's joy? an past and ^peiir. 
Like stiirs extinguisli’d in tlie fiiiuamcnt. 

For ere tJjt golden crevices ol morn 
Let in tlioie regal luxuiies of ligi t, 

Whidi all the \aiiahle east .iJoin, 

And hang lich fringe^ the skirts ul night, 
Leauder, weaning i ;om sweet lleio's side. 
Must leave a wlJow when he found a. hiide. 


Haik ! how the billows heat upon the sand! 
Like jiawing sireds impatient of delay; 
Meanwhile their lidi r, ling’ting on the land. 
Dallies with love, and holds faiewell at bay 
A to<i shoit span.—livw tedious slow is grief! 
Bur parting renders time botlt sad and brief. 
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T ^ 


he sigh’d, that this fitst glimpsing light, 
.{ Which makes the wide world tenderly appear, 
'".Should be the burning signal for my fligla, 

/»S 

.‘^From all the vvoild’s best image, which is iiere; 

, Whose very shadow, in my fond compau*. 

Shines far more bright than l>e.uity\ self ehewhere.' 



'Their cheeks arc white as Mos^om-' of the dark, 
W^Jlose leaves close u]) and sti.>\v tlie wufwanl pale. 
And tliose fair mirrr’is whi-ie tii' it jo^^ did .spark. 
All dim and LarnisliM witii a dieaiy il, 

No mote to kiihllc i-ll tlie night's jetting 
Like stajs u'plenish'd at ged.Ien uin. 


Ev'n tlius they creep into the spe-ctinl grey, 

' That cramps tlie landscape in iti nairow bum. 
As when two shadow^ l)y oM l^eihe stiav, 

He clasping her, and site entwining him ; 

, Like trees, wind-])arted, tli.it ennhiace anon,— 
' True lov e so olteti goes before 'tis gone. 


■.r 

f 

\\ 


i;v 3Por what rich merchant but will pau^c in fear. 

f 

’%'T^O trust his wealth to the utisale abys.) ? 

y '*‘: 

Hero dotes upon her tieasiiie lieie, 
sums the loss with many an anxious kiss, 
her fond eyes grow Ji/..sy in licr licail, 
^^ear aggravating feai A'ith s.ho\vs ol dread. 
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She thinks how many Inve been sunk “ind drowned. 
And ‘«])u their sno'^^ whi^e honi s bdow the deep. 
Dun cdlh h ife cnmnctritt 1 monsuts loun 1, 

And pi nt a lotk w ht uvti nc woul 1 It ip , 

Anon she dviils on a fintistie clieim, 

“U n h sh in e , t ’■s oi thatf • il sticun. 

Sayi ‘ I h t h mie 1 fW I ''U\ 1 thu, 

hi h li^ht d on 1 waft I lih ci p 
V hen, low ’ lliL fliwer < nimt n d rf m> bet, 
Lloscd in him ‘?ud 1 nl) n I tl ’ 1 I n uj, 

And lu wis ‘ T >tl tt nl eiuliii cl w , 
IhiieJoi this tin di) *r v\i 1^ I shiili u ’ 

mxt rtn n'< h vi ^ii f m 
^he clips 1 im ii h i arms and ’ ids In \ ^ >, 

But MCinp'Inn 1 rt d lojst tpLi<'«hti h ime. 

And { hit k h m ' at k j)on nei ht i s snow ; 

And teals unfix h k ItcsoKc i tin, 

Ai stidlas*- fio Jie dm tl 1 y li >\ ’rs of • un. 

O f r i f) pe of p irtir ’ I m l t > love 
B like tht I no f latti ni (* two spliti s, 

W hi eh n t is a g )tl liki efi )i t to itmove. 

And thtri sink down flnir sunnt atmospheres, 
li lain ind c’l kni s cn tdcii ru n’d hiait, 
yet then 1 clodity will sound apirt 
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^!wcl,btave Leander sunders from his bride: 

^i^Tbe wrenching- pang disparts his soul in twain; 

Stays with her, half goes towards thi tiilo,— 
fs'jAnd lift: must ache, until they join again. 

;" ,Now wouldst thou know the wideness of the wound f- — 

,5 

Miete eveiy steji he takes upon the gtound. 


And foi the agony and i»osr>m-throe, 

-Let it be mea-.ured hv the w! !e \a‘f ..ii. 

For that is inhnitt , and so •■) woe. 

Since patted lov<is bie.ifhe ir evetywheiv. 
'IrfOok how it hea\i'. lA'indi'i’j labc'uring client, 
Panting, at poie,., upon a r*xky rrest! 


‘ ' From which bo hajts into the scooping luine, 
' ,'That shocks his bosom with a doulde chill; 

' ‘ Because, all imurs, till the ^low sutt’s diclit'e. 
That cold dieoicei will be t\vi\t them still ; 

*' ' Wherefore ho liken-' it to Styx’ foul tide, 

; o , Where life grows deatti upon the other side. 

If'’"'!, ' 

i * i;^/ 

. ,* 7 . 

sadly he confronts his two-fold toil 

u S * 

-Against rude weaves and an unwillitig mind, 

^ Jji i^fc 

alas! with the stout tower’s toll^ 
like a rower he might g.ize behind, 
®i^|l|tod watch that lonely .statue he li.ith ieft^ 
k%l»-her bleak summit, weeping and bercftl 
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Yet turning oft, he sees her troubled locks 
Pursue him still the furthest that they may I ^ 
Her marble arms that overstretch the rocks. 

And her pale passion'd hands that seem to pray 
In dumb petition to the gods above: 

Love prays devoutly when it prays for love! 

Then with deep sigh' he blows away the wave, 
That hangs superfluous tears upon his cheek, 
And bans his labour like a hopeless sl.ive. 

That, chain’d in hostile gallc), faiiu .ind weak, 
Plies on despairing tjiiougli tile restless foam. 
Thoughtful of h’5 if)*;! love, and far-od home. 

The drowsy mist before him chill a'iti dank, 
Like a dull lethargy o'eiloat.s the sea. 

When he rows on against t!;e utter bJank, 
Steeling as if to dim ete, nity,— 

Like Love’s fiail ghost departing with the dawn 
A failing shadov, in the twiliglit drawn. 


Ahd scon is gone,—ot nothing but a faint 
And failing image in the eye of thought, 

Tliat mocks his motlel wit/i an after-paint. 
And stains an atom like the .sJiape she sought; 
'J'ben Aviiii her earnest vows slie hopes to fee 
'1 he old and ho iry majesty of sea. 






HERO AND LEANDER. 
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of waves, and brother o 
^‘BiNwerve my sun\lcss venture there afloat; 
wA woman's h-^art, and it*; whole wealth of love, 

I ’Are all embark d upon tliat little boat; 

CKay !—hut two loves, two lives, a double fate,— 

*h‘ 

’ A perilous voyage for so dear a freight. 

% 


f high Jove, 



IgOKing 


If impious marincis be stair.M witJi crime, 
-Shake not in awful rage tljy hoary lock-.; 

'Lay by thy htoim-. until apoilui tinK, 

Lest a)y fruil bulk be dasliM against th(* lock'?; 
O rather smoot!) liiy deeps, that he may fly 
Like Love himself, upon a .seeming sKy ' 


"Let all thy liertled mon-nters .sleep beneath, 

Nor gore him vvith^tiookM tieks, oi wieatlfed liorns 
Let no fierce sharks destiny him witlv rheii teeth, 
Nor spine-fibh wound him witli their venvoin'd thorns 
But if he faint, and timely succour lack, 

Let Hithfui dolphins rest him on their back. 

t. 

‘"Let no false dimpling wliiiipools suck him in, 

Nor &limy quicksands '-mother lus sweet breath ; 

*10 jagg’d coral tear lii.s tender skin, 
'-^ormountain billows bin’)' Iiim in death 

I , 

with that thought forestalling her own fears^, 
^he drown’d his painted imago in her teais. 
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By tills, the climbing Sun, with rest repair*^, 

Look'd through the gold embrasures of the skyi 
And ask’d the drowsy wo*Id liow she had fared;—*'-J 
The drowsy world slione biighten'd in reply j 
And smiiinn olTher fogs, his slanting beam 
Spied young Leander in tlie middle stream. , 


His f.ioe was pallid, but tlu hectic morn 
Had liutig a lying ciim^oti on bis tln-eks, 

An*l sh.ndeious epjrkles in his e)e= fo'lorn ; 

So di’jth lies amhinh’d in eoinnniprhe sertaks; 

|i 

But inwrfn! giief wai wiitbing' ft\ i its task. 

As heart-sick jestus weep behhul tlie mask. 



': yp 
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He thought <jf Hero and tlu- hvt .ieVrlit, 

Her last embiacing’', and tlu ^jMce between', 

He thought of Hero and‘I’t fimri night, 

Her 'pu'hK-'S u-and im.n ' ui’d mien, 
AVJien, U>! belon- hint, scarce two gd Icy s’space. 
His thoughts confionied with anotliei lace ! 


Her a'pcct'f like a mex'o. di.iiuly lair, 

But niakcs the midni/ht dail.cr that it lies on; 
'Tis so beclouded with lier couii black hair 
That den-c-ly skirts her Juiiiinous horivion, 
Making ]»er doubly fair, thus datkiy set, 

Ab marnle Iiet> advantaged upon jet# 
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all too briglit, too argent;, and too pale, 

' To be a, woman ;—Init a wami.in’s double, 
"JRtiflectcd on the wave w faint and frail, 

She tops the [)i!lows like an air-blown bubble; 
Or dim creation of a morning dream. 

Fair as the wave-bLueh'd lily of the stream. 

The very ri’.mcnjr strik* his se* I:ig dead : 

Great hearty like- Pieat (e.a- f'r-t ■ t,in= the sense’ 
He know^ not iflur i-p- l e t'lne oi :ed. 

Nor of !n r tyes ran ';\e true idt, r.ei- - 
Like niiirdej’s vltnt-'S s\v'><ji'Ing o- tlie eourt, 
IIi.s sight kills si‘nse!(.\>s by {»■'- <nvn lepoi:. 


Anon resuming, it ilerlaivs liei eyes 
Are tint vvitli a/un . like two erj'stal well-: 
T’hat drink the blue complexion of die skie^', 
Or pearls ontptvjiing fK)in their silvery ■■bells; 
Her polidiM brew, it an ample pl.iin, 

To lodge vast coutemplatimis of the main. 


Her lips might corals seem, but nn'als near. 

Stray through her hair like blossoms on a bovver 
AiwI oVr the weaker red still domineer. 

And make it pale by tribute to more power; 
Her roundwl cheeks are of still paler hue. 
Touch’d by tlte hi jom of water, tender blue. 
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Thus he hclioIJs her rocking on tlie wai:ei« 

Under the glossy umljrage of her liair. 

Like pearly Amphitrite’s fairest daiightet. 

Naiad, or Nereid, or Syren fair, 

Mislodging mubic in her pitiless brea&r, 

A nightingale within a falcon’s nest. 

( » 

The}' v,y there he such maidens in the deep, 
Chaiining poor niarintTS, that all too near 
II V iTioital Iniiahies fall dead asleep, 

A'’ drowsy men aie poi-on'd tlii<nigh the ear; 
'rherefute Ueatider’s fear'^ begin to iiige. 

This snow) ‘.wan is coinc to sing his dirge. 

At which lie falls into a deadle ehill, 

Aivi •Strain', his ey»‘.s upon her lips apart: 

Fearing each breath to feel tliat j)n.'ud.* .‘-hrill, 
Pieree thiongh iii= rnanow, hke a death-blown dart 
Shot sudden from an Indian’t hollow cane, 

With mortal \enom iraught, and fiery pain. 


3iere then, poor wretch, liow he l>egins to crowd 
A thou.sand thonghts witliin a pidse’s spat*e j 
T.berc seem'd «;o brief a pause of life tillow’d. 

His mind stretch’d universal, to embrace 

I'he whole v ide world, in an extreme farewell,— 

A moment’s musinir—-but an atre to tell. 
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K o^. there stood Hero, widowM at n jrlance, 
he foreseen sum of many a tedious fact, 
ale cheeks, dim eyes, and wither’d countt-nance, 
L wasted ruin that no wastinp; lack’d; 

'ime’s trapic consequents ere time bej^n, 

A world of sorrow in a tear-diop » span. 

' A moment’s tlrinking is an hour in words,— 

'■ An hour of words is litih: im some vvoes ; 

■ . 'I'oo little bieathlnj’. ^ 

' i"'‘, For lovp to paint iwlf l)y perfect shows: 

' Then let his lo\ e and grief unwrong’o lie dumb, 

^ Whlht Fear, and tliat it fears, togctlier c-mie. 


As when the crew, hard. l«y some jutty cape, 
Struck pale and panickM by tin. billows’ roar, 
Lay hy all timely measures of escape. 

And let their batk go driving on the shore ; 
So fray’d Leaiuler, diifting to his wreck. 
Gaaing on ScylU, falls upon her neck. *• 


: For he hath all forgot the swimmer’s art, 

The rower’s cunning, and the pilot s skill. 
Lotting his arms fall down in languid part, ^ 
R^C^Sway’d by the waves, and nothing by his will, 
'i'iU soon he jars against that glossy skin, 
like glass, tnough seemingly as thin. 


■'■'I ^ 
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1,0 ! how ihe startle'? at the warning shock* ' 
AiJil ‘Jfraightvvay j.',ird*> l)ini to her radiant breast^ j, 
J\.Ti'rc like hib safe smooth haihour than his rock; ^ 
Ikw wretch, he* i*. so faint .mhI tojl-oppie^t, 
lie cannot Iov)''c him from his gta]i]'>ling fcK% 
Whetlie* O’l hue oi hate, she lets not go. 

His eyes are MindeJ witii tl>e nliety hiiiie. 

Hi' (..ii*' aie deafen'd -vsith die wilJ.oung lunse ; 

Hi .I'ks tlie pnriiobe c»f lier fell design, 

r.nt foamy waves choke np lit' stiLgyling voice; 

Undei the ponderoi:*- st a lu- I.ody dip,-,, 

And Hv'io’s name die^ hatddiep; y>'^ his lips. 

Jaiok how .1 man i- iowi'i'd r*,** hi; gre\t 
A yee.niii'g hollew in the green i ‘.ith’s i.ip; 

.So he is si'iik inn* tl.e yaunii\’ w. ve — 

'I’he plie'f i.tg st a Idls up tli-- v'.ar-'iv pap; 

Apof’. 1 , ^,11 gone, a.id nothing seen 
But likeness of pp* tii turf and hillocks green. 


And vc’hi itt he swam, the constant sun lies sleeping. 
Over the verd mt plain tlr.it tn.ikc.s his bed; 

And all the in-Isy vs.'i.'i go fieddj* leaping, 

Like g.tmt'so.ne boys over the chuithyard dead; 
The light in vain keejjs linking for his face;— 
Now screaming sea-fowl settle in his place. 
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iTet weep and watch for him» though ail in xain! 


'♦ -j, 
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** "Ve moaning*' biUo-ws '5tLk him is yi witidci * 

Te gazing sunhcim^, Joi lum agiin • 

Ye winds, giow h >ii <. w irh asi in foi 1 1 indti ’ 
Ye did but ]mu lum foi m kl tiulI laju 
Sea*stoiri and ruin in a f m Ii s' ipc ’ 


hhe K i^s Ic \ lud Mil ii ilus In.' 

The gl t ini, )i i IS ^ \ itf h hti 

O hootli s th it' I 1 t 111 
Love’s t'" 11 } 1 ii^ ' I L * 11 , n > I c' ii 

1 h< 4 ' It s c i I } i. t 1 1 M I ' ' 

Ani< a'l I i go*'ll 1 > )i s It turn il* li v ’' 

She bolds the c I i < , I ut * 4.r simj 1 li in ] 
Hith s| 1 I 1 It d ir * ]i M n \ thi w 1 } ' 

She hath hit s tmjity j i mi ui it con ni ind, 
Bathircvsn h tl ii c lu i*u 1 , 

As if a thief hoiii 1 s'- latmtc’vts^ 

Some di-id in n a spoil, u.nd oieken oJ lu pt t. 


Now she comiJeh him to li i ditps 1 ulon, • 

( Hiding his fiee *11 itith hti pi Iiuoiis haii, 

Which jealously slu shikis ill i Hind li i biow, 

- For dread of envy, thou^’h in i}i-> u theie 
’* y But seals’, and all biutc tcnint->’ of thi dup, 
fi*' Which hee'dlejj through the \v ivt then ji niiifv kitp 
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And there lies spread In many an oory trail, 
Like ^lo^sy weeds hung from a clialky base, 
That bhow.^ no whiter than his lirow is pale 
So soon the winin' death had Lle.uhM his fare ■ 
Into colvl m.n’dt, - wiili blue chilly ‘■hades 
ShovMng ^^i’u'rl in t'h: frtt’y blood prtva.Ie.->. 


And I \r hi"' "t'-'idlfast clu .. k a furrow'i! j'l.iii 
ILul) M t, and ‘tilfen’d, like r. stonn ie io'-, 
.*^hf‘wing hy dro^piny, liiu;'' *'hi. d< i 11) ‘.ir.tin 
Oi mort.d cinp'.iish ;—y<Mt' n i.'*:; /a twice 
Ere Diath it .'i' inM, and n »t I.e in. 

Tliat tlirongh tho c vievieid iid' did unihrpeep. 






But all that teiul : hi'' an . '» ui In'- e’l.'' 
h Dead* s o.ui \i a; N. v/M’eh In- :ite 

It is to scuttei AS hen the i-.d s m sie'-., 

For blue i- ihd!), and cii.iti »'> white. 

AlsvJ he leaves ‘ome tiiigi*. nn hi 

Wliifh lie hath Lt-sM wir!’ such cold hosty nips. 


Sun ly/' tpaoth she, “ he 'k' j's, the senseless things 
Oppress’d and faint with te,)li»!g in the stream!” 
Therefore she wilt not niai hi' ie-.t, but sing , 

So low, bci tune sb.d.] laingli wirli liis dreamy 
Meaiiwidk, Ju-!' lily fingtib tasks to twine 
lie. uncri.pt lotks uncuiling in the brine. 
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« Now lay thine ear against tiiis golden sand. 
And thou slialt hear the music of the sea» 

T hose hollow tunes it plays against tin. land,—- 
Is't not a ritli .tnJ wondioiis inelody? 

I hav't Iain lioins, and fancied in its tone 
I heard the l.mguagcs of ages gone 1 


** I too can fing when ii" ^h.dl ;di'ase tliv rhcdcc, 
And bt(-athe soft inr.es ilnongh. a nit.iudi< u-, sholl, 
Thoni;}] itcretolore I ha\e hiu set ivy \e.iee 
To Sxome long ^igiis, gie f-' arnoi’., (\1. to 1.11 
How desolate I faied .— 1 '.u :his ^weet change 
Will add new note^ <'f gLdniS' to my range ’ 

« Or hid me ‘P'.n'k, and 1 v ill ti il tiv'i t.Tle«, 

Will 'h J ha\f: fiaiTii d out of ♦he noi^- of wa\(«; 
Ere now' I ha\i comiiumed w;.ii K.j'.ele'-'- gaits. 
And held \ain colloquies wnrh Imi" i caves; 

But I could talk to thcc 'wliole cKjvs and days, 
Only lo void r.iy love a thfuiviiid way''. 


** Bat 11 thy hps will hic*‘> nv with their speech. 
Then ope, sw^eet oracle-.' and I'll he mute ; 

I w'as horn ignojant foi ti.ee i-o reach, 

Nay all Lne's lor>' to thy d<'.ar looks imjiute; 

1 hen oj.r thine eyri, fair tvachers, by whose light 
1 sa'w to give aw'.'.y my heait aright! ” 
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coid and deaf the PuJlen creature lies 
J^,*C)viir her knees, and witli concealing clay, 
(ir'l-ike hoarding Avarice, locks up lus eyes. 
And leaves her world imjiovcri'hM of day ; 

■ Then at his cruel lips <;hi‘ l>end«. to pit ad, 

' But tlierc t[»e door ii closeil against her need. 





Surely he sleeps,— so her fnl'-c wits in fir! 

Alas I poor s!iig^'<.i*i‘, n-‘Vi t> waLc agrun! 
Surely h«i sleep*'’, y * '\sKli"Ut stir 
That might dtiif’fc a vi-Ni*.”, in !iis fiuiin: 

Or if h'* does nor ih*i*p, he rt‘ig’:.'> fo / 1 ing. 
Twice she hatii teach'd tlu’ ending ot hi t "ong. 


Therefore ’ti-* time she tells jilm tc^ Usicover 
Those I'udlr.n: jesters, and liispt't'se her feais, 
Whereby lici ^\pril liU’c is .shaded over, 

' Like rainy cloud*, just ripe hn bhoweirig tearsj 
7 ■ Nay, if bo will not ’tvakf. so jioor she gets, 

Herself must <oh those lock'd-iip cabinets. 


„ j 


)lV',",With that she stoop*; above his Liow, and bida 
f busy hand^ fojs.ike his tingled hail 

And tenderly lift up those cofTer-lids, 

'Th^ she may gaze upon the jovvf.K there, 
babes tliat pluck an early bud apart, 
lcfx)w the dainty colour of its heart, 

, : 
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Now, picture one, soft creepin«>f to a bed. 

Who slowly parts the fringe-hung canopies. 
And then starts hack to find the sleeper deadj 
So she looks in on Ids unrcnci’d eyes. 

And seeing all within so drear and dark. 

Het own hiiglit soul dies in her like a spark. 


Backward she lalls, like a pale prophetess, 

Undei the s^\oon of holy divination : 

And what had all sui pass'll hi r simj le guess, 

She DOW resolves in th.i'. claik veiati-'ii ; 

Death’s vet}" niyster),—ohljviou"' death :— 

Long sleep,— deep nJ^^J't, a:iil an entranced breath 

Vet life, though wounded srie, not vvhoik slain, 
Alerely obscund, au-l not exlhigui-'ij’tk lu & ; 

Her breatli that stood at ebb, ‘joe flews again, 
Heaving In: hollow bte.isr -with hea^y siglis. 

And light comes in ar.d kindles up the gloom. 

To liglit liei splii^ lioni its tranoient tomb. 


Then like the son, awaken'd at new dawn. 
With pale bewilvler’d face ‘^he jteers about. 
And Spies Llurr’d itraiges oh'scim ly drawn, , 
Uncertain sli.uiows in a lia/.e of doubt; 

Bin her true grief gmws shajiely l>y degrees,— 
A pt;rish’d creatine lying on her knees. 
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Ji’jilMid now she knowt> how that chi Murthor pn-y'i 
Vj.Whose quarrj^ on her hip lu's rii-wly t.latn : 
j/HfJW he roams all ubioaJ aiul jpiiiiJy slays, 

Like a lean tif,'’t*i in Love’s own domain; 

, Parting fond mates,— and oft in fluweiy lawn-i 
BeiX'aves mild motheis of tiiolr ml 11 y fawn*-. 


O too dear know It-dge ’ () perniLious earning ’ 

Foul curse engra\en upon ht.tiiiy'.s page! 

> Ev’n now the sori*>w oi tliat deailJy li'aniing 
Ploughs up hei brow, like an uiTtimcly age, 

And on her cinvh stamps verdn-t <>! diM*^h’s triuh 
By canker lilights upon the bud of youth 1 

' For as unwholesome wind-, decay the leaf. 

So her checks’ n)>.(' is perish'd Ly her sighs, 

' And withers in the at kly hreath <^f grief; 

. Whilst unacquainted liu uiu bedims her e)\s, 

" Tears, virgin teais ^'he fiisttliat ever leapt 
" From those young lids, now plentifully wept. 


I, 

Whence being shed, the lltjuid ci 7 stalHne 
:■ Props straightway down, refusing to partake 
gross admixture with the baser brine, 
nhrinks and hardens into pearls opaque, 
^iHEereafter to be worn on arms and ear^ ; 
one maid’s trophy is another’s tears! 
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'* O foul Arch-Shadow, thou old cloud of Nig^^” 
(Thus in her frenzy she began to wail,)— 

1 hou blank Oblivion—Blottur-out of light, 
l<ife's ruthless murderer, and dear love’s bale I 
Why hast thou left thy havoc incomplete. 

Leaving me here, and slaying tlie more sweet? 

« 

*• Ix>! what a lovely ruin thou hast made, 

Alas! alas! thou hast no eye to sec. 

And blindly slew’st him in misguided shade. 
Would I bad lent my doting sense to thee ! 

But now I turn to thee, a willing matk. 

Thine arrows miss me in tin* aimless dark I 


^ ^ ^ i 

** O doubly cruel ‘—twice mrsiieing spit*: 5.?i 

But I will guide thee witli my lit Ipiitg «yes, , 

Or—walk the wide woild through, devoid of sight,—, , j 
Yet thou shait know me by my mai'y sighs. ' 

Nay, then thou bhouU’st have spared my rose, 

Death, 

And known Love’s flow’r by ‘mclling his sweet bres^fh.'J.'^; 




“Or, when thy furious rage was round him dealings 
Love should have grown fi<<m touching of his skin j 
But like cold marble thou art all unfeeling, ^ 

And hast no ruddy springs of warmtli within, ; ’ * 

I 

And being but a shape of freezing bone, ^ 

Tliy touching only turn’d my love to stone! , .J! 
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And here, alas! he lies across my knees, 

With cheeks still colder than the stilly wave. 
The light beneath hi'? eyelids seems to freeze ; 
Hfsre then, since Love is dead and lacks a grave, 
O come and dig it in my sad heart’s core— 
That wound will bring a balsam for its sore! 


**For art thoii not a sleep where sense of ill 
Lies stinglcss, like a sense benumb d with cold, 
Healing all hurts only witli sleep’s good-will! 
So shall I slumber, ntul perchance bi hold 
My living love in dn>ams,—O happy night. 
That lets me company his banish'd spriglitl 


^ O poppy Deatl)!—sweet poisoner of sleep , 
Where shall I seek for thee, obli^ ious drug. 

That I may steep thee in my drink, and creep 
Out of life’s coil? I^ok, Idol i how I hug 
Hiy dainty image in this strict embrace, 
kiss tills clay-clod model of thy face! 

f 

out, put out tliese sun-consuming lamps, 
:Ldo but read my sorrows by tlieir shine; 
lOfCome and quench them with thy (X)zy damps, 
*j^d lat my darkness intermix with thine; 

i 

fJJIhce love is blinded, wherefore should 1 see? 
.|^OWlove is dead-,—death will be love to me ! 

___ 

; ■ 
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‘‘Away, away, this vain complaining breath, ^ 

It dor;s but stir the troubles tliat I weep; 

Let it be InishM and quieted, sweet Death ; 

The wind muat settle ere the wave can rdeep,— ' 'f 

■'•V) 

Since i^ silent, I would fain be mute; 

O Death, be gracious to my dying suit! ” 

0 

Tims far she pleads, but pleading nought avails her, ; 
For Death, her sidlen burthen, deigns no heed; }. 

Thcnw’th diimh craving anns, since darkness fails tifiSr, 
She prays to Heaven’s fail liglif, a« if her need 
Insjiired her there weio vJods to pity pain, ' ' 

Or end it,—but i>he lifts her aims in vain I 

Poor gilded Grief! the sul.'tle light by this 
With maiy gi'kl creeps thioueii her Wvitery mine, 

And, diving downward tin'nigh the green abyss. 

Lights up her palace wltli an ameer shine; 

There, falling on her arms,—the ciystal skin 
Reveals the ruby tide that fares within. 


liOok how the fulsome beam would hang a glory 
On her dark hair, hut the daik hairs repel it; 
Look how the pi^rjnrod glow suborns a stoiy 
Or her ;ia1c* lips, hut lips tefusc to tell it; 

Crrit'f will not swerve fiom grief, however told ',' 
On coral lips, or chai*acter’d in gold; , 
















Swifty as dolphins glide, or swifter yet, 

* With dead LfamliT in her fond arms’ fold. 
She cleaves the meshes of that radiant net 
'rhe sun liath twined above of liquid gold. 
Nor slacks till on tlie maij^^in of the land 
She lays his body on the glowing sand. 




There like a pearly waif, past the reach 
Of foamy billows he lies cast. Just then, 

Some listless hsheis, .stiaying down tlie Ix'acli, 
Spy out this 'wmnder. 1 henee ‘he curious men, 
Low croucliing, creip iiitr* ’iii' ket biake. 

And watch her doirij;^ till rhiirrude licaits ache. 


First she l^egins tt> chafe him till she fniiits, 
I'hen fails upon his mouth with k:*- es many. 
And sometimei [UU'ies in her o'.ii complaints 
To list his bicathing, but thfie is not any,— 
Then looks into Ins eyc^ where noHg'nt dwells j 
Light makes no pictures in sueJi muddy wells. 


The hot sun parches his discover'd eyes, 

The hot sun beats cm his di'^rolour'd limbs. 
The sand is oozy wheieupori he lies. 

Soiling his fall ness ;—tiien away she swims, 
Mtauing to gatlier him a daintier bed, 
PlucKing the cool fresh weeds, brown, green 


f' < 
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tjniti iimple-witted thief, while she dives under, 
>*'jAjBot3icr robs her of her amorous theft: 

f* f 4 

^.^inhe ambush’d fishermen ctccp forth to plunder, 
l.'Aild steal the uiiwatch’tl treasure she has left; 
Only his void impression dints the sands; 
Lcandcr is purloin’d by stealthy hands! 

% 

Lo I how she shudders off the beaded wave, 

Liike Grief all over tears, and senseless falls,— 
His void impiirit seems hollow'd for her g^rave; 
Then, ri''ing or4 her knees, looks loiind and calls 
On *' Hero I Hero ! ” having learn’d this name 
Of his last breath, she calls him by die same. 

Then with her frantic hands she rends her hairs. 
And casts them lortli, sad keepsakes to the wind] 
A(* if in plucking tho^e site pluck’d her cares ; 
But gtief lies deeper, and remains behind 
X'lke a barb’d arrow, rankling in her brain. 
Turning her very thoughts to thiobs of pain. 

I I ^ ■ 

'Anon her tangled locks are left alone, 

And down upon the sand she meekly sits, 

,Hatd by the foam, as humble as a stone, 

;,3Like an enchanted maid beside her w'its, 

.{ijflwt ponders with a look serene and tragic, 
/Stmuu'd by the mighty mystery of magic. 





Or think of Ariadne's utter trance, 

Crazed by the flh’ht of that di-loyal traitor, ^ 
Who left her pazin^ on the green expanse 
That swallow’d lip his track,—yet this would mate 
Ev'n in the cloudy summit of her woe. 

When o’er the far sea-brim she saw him go* 


bJ 


For e\en so she hows, and bends her gaze 
O’er the eteinal waste, as if to <^001 
Its waves by weary thousaii ls all lici day;, 
I'ismally doom’d ! meanwhile the inllows tome, 
And coMly dabble with lier (piiet ie.'t, 

Like any bleaching stones they wimt to greet, 

y^nd thence into her laj* have boldly sprung, 
Washing her wei dy tics-i- O) u d ii >. 

That round lier crciuthing have darkly hung 

] 3 ut she sits careless of wave, e:Jj and flow. 

Like a lone btai'on on a <iesert co.i>t. 

Showing where all ht‘r hope w;is wreck'd and lost. 


Yet whether in the sea or vaulted sky. 

She kuoweth not her love’s :ibii!])t resort, 

So like a slupe of djeanr- Ise k fr her eye, 

W^'inking with doubt. Mc.inwhile, the churls* repOTtH 
Ha? throng’d the be ich with many a curious face, 

'1 hat peeps upon her from its hiding place. ■ 
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l^ome watchj some call, some see her head eiDjei^ 


Wherever a brown weed falls through the foam ; 
Some point to white eruptions of the surge:— 
But she is vanish’d to her shady home. 

Under the deep, inscrutahJc,—and there 
Weeps in a midnight made of her own hair. 


Now here, the sighing winds, before unheard, 
Forth from tlieir clondj' <^aves begin to blow 
Till all the siirfare of Me deep is slirr’d. 

Like to the panting grief it hides below ; 

And heaven is cover’d with a «.torniy rack, 
Soiling the waters w'ith its inky black* 


The screaming fowl r-^signs her finny prey. 

And labours shoreward with a bending wing, 
Rowing again't the wind !»er toiiaome way; 
Meanwhile, the curling billows 'haf'e, and fling 
Their dewy frost still fiu Lhcr on thiC stones. 
That answer to the wind with hollow groans. 


And here and there a fisher’s far-off bark 
Flies with the sun’s last glimpse upon its sail. 
Like a briglu flame amid <'be waters dark, 
Watch’d wdrh the liopc and fear of maidens palej^ 
And anxious motJiers that upturn their brows. 
Freighting the gusty wind with frequent vow«. 
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Kctf that the horrid deep has no sure path 

t 

‘To guide Love safe into his homely haven. 

S' ' 

And lo! the stoim glows Llackcr in its wrath, 
0*er the dark billow brooding like a raven, 
That bodes of deatli and widow’s sorrowing. 
Under tlic dusky covert ol Jiis wing. 



And no day ended. But no vesper spark 
Hung forth its heavenly sigii; but sheets of flame 
PlayM round the savage features of the d:nk. 
Making night honible. 'I'liat night, tliere came 
A wteping maiden to high destos’ steep. 

And tore her hair and ga^cd upon the deep. 


And waved aloft Iier bright and ludtly torch, 
"Whose flame tlie boastful wind «o uidely fanu’d. 
That oft it would lecnil, and basely scorch 
The feeder covet t of her Eheltciing hand ; 
Which yet, for Love’s dear sake*, disdain'd retire 
And, like a gloiyiiig martyr, braved the fire. 


For that was Love’s own sign and beacon guide 
Across the Hellespont's wide weary sjiace, 
^‘Wherein he nighrJy struggled witli the tide;-- 
X.ooIc: what a led it forgt*s on her face, 

^ If she blush’d at holding such a light, 
in the unseen presence of the night! 
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we -will sit. and sport upon one billow, 

^fcAjtd sing our oceati ditties all the day, 

lie together on the same green pillow, 

A'That curls above us witli its dewy spray! 

'^'i'And ever in one presence live and dwell, 

^‘JLike two twin pearls within the selfsame shell*” 

)*• * * 

Vj 

s One moment then, ui)on the dizzy verge 
..;She stands;—^with face upiurnM agaiii.sr tlie sky; 
* A moment more, upon the foamy surge 
' She gazes, with a calm despaiiingt'ye ; 

■ 'Feeling that awful pause of blood and breath. 
Which life endures when it conlronts with death 

i 

Then from the giddy steep she: madly springs, 
Grasiping her maiden robes, that vainlj kej)t 
Panting abroad, like unavailing wings, 

To save her from her death.—^Tlic sea-maid wept 
And in a crystal cave her corse en.shrined; 
'N^mcaner sepulchre should Hero find. 


« PLEASE TO RING THE BELLE.” 

Y* ' 

tell you a story that’s not in Tom Moore 
Young Love likes to knock at a pretty girl’s door: 
Ifche call’d upon Lucy—’twas just ten o’clock— 

a spruce single man, with a smart double knock 



’ fv* US'? 
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4'“^'l^ow' a handmaid, wliatever her fingers be at. 

Will run like a puss wlien she hears a rat-tat 
V ' So Lucy ran up—and in two seconds more 

Had question'd the stranger and answer’d the door 


The meeting wa^ bliss; but tlie parting was woe j 
For tlic moment will come when such comers m^t go^.vii 
So she kiss’d him, and whisper’d—jioor innocent thing- 
*' I'he next time you come, love, pray come with a ring,** 


LINES 

ON SEEING MY WIFE AMI' TWO CIUl OREN 31.EEPING IN TB^ 

SAME f'-l \M15FR. ® 


And has the cartli lo't its so spacious round. 

The sky its blue eiirutuiercnce abov'c. 

That in this little chambet there is lound 
IJotJi earth and heaven—m y' uin ersc of ioi!^ 

All that my God can me, or remove, 

Ileie sleeping, save myself, in mimic death. 

Sweet that in tin's sin ill compass I behove 
To live theli- living and to bicithe their breath 1 
Almos*' I wish that, wMth one common sigh, ; 
Wr might resign all mundane care and strife, 

And seek together that tianscendent sky. 

Where Father, Mother, Childien. Husband, Wifc^ 

«■ 

Together jiant in everlasting lifed , ^ 




A WINTER NOSEGAY. 


0 , wither’d winter Blossoms, 
Dowager-flowers,—the December vanity. 

In antiquated visages and bosoms,— 

What are ye plaim’d for, 

• Unless to stand for 
Emblems, and peevish morals of humanity ? 

There is my Qnakfr Aunt, 

A Paper-Flower,—wicli a foimal border 
No breeze could c’ti ilisorder. 
Pouting’at that old beau—the Winti-r Cherry, 
A pucker'd beriy ; 

And Box, like a tough-liv’d annuitant, — 
Verdani aKvay— 

-Fiom quarter-day even to quarter-day ; 

And poor old llonesty, as thin as want. 

Well named—God-wot; 
baptism of the water-pot. 

The very apparition oi a plant; 

And why, 

: Dost hold tlty head so high. 

Old wintcr-Dnisy;— 

Because thy virtue ncvei was infirm. 

Howe’er thy stalk be crazy ? 

That never wanton fly, or blighted worm, 
^.lylade holes in thy most perfect indentation r 
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A WINTER NOSEC'AT.s 
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’Ti‘; likely tliat sour leaf. 

To gaplen thief, 

Forcepp'd or wing’d, T.va.s never a temptations^] 
Well,—still uphold thy wintry reputationj 
Still shalt thou frown upon all lovers’ trial: 

And when, like Grecian maids, young maids of outiV 
Converse with flow’rs. 

Then thou shalt be the token of deuiaL 


Away 1 dull weeds. 

Born without beneficial use or needs ! 

Fit only to deck our cold wdnding-shtvts: 

And then not for the milkmaid's funeral-bloom* 

Or fair Fidcle’s tomb- 

I'o tantaliM,—vile cheats ! 

Some prodigal bee, witli hojie of aftcr-sweets^ 
Frigid, and rigid. 

As if ye nevei knew 
One dioj ol dew, 

s 

V 

Or the w'arm sun resplendent; 
Indiffe’rc'nt of culture and ol care, 

Giving no sweets back to the fostering air, 

Chuj lishly independent— 

I hate ye, of all breeds! 

Tea, all that live so selfi‘'hly—to seli^ 

And not by interchange of kindly deedfr— 
Hence!—from my shelf I 


A LEGEND OF NAVARRE, 






8 jn the reign of Lewis, call'd the Great, 


one may read on his triumphal arches, 
thing bcfcl I'm going to reiatt'. 
course of one of those “ pomposo ” marches 
to make, like any gorgeous Persian, 
.4‘'l^tly for war,'and partly for diversion. 

,'^S'$DlQe wag had it put in the royal brain 

‘A' 

To drop a visit at an old chateau, 
f-^Qnlte unexpected, with his courtly train ; 

;sr'. The monarch lik’d it,—but it happened so, 
Death had got before tiiem by a post, 

0 And they were 'Reckoning without llieir host," 


t 


t Syho died exactly as a child should die, 
Without a groan or a convulsive breath 
2^'Opsiflg without one pang his quiet eye, 
fiUdmg composedly from sleep—to death ; 
fvA ^tpBe 50 placid ne'er adorn’d a bed, 

had seem’d not quite—but only rather dead. 

fey ' 




ght the widow’d Baroness contriv’d 
shed a widow’s tears; but on the morrow 

* ' 

of such unusual sort arriv’d, 

'iliPhePe came strange alteraticui in her sorrow ; 

W Jttouth to moutli it pass’d, one common humming 
lUt tlie house—tlie King! the King is coming. 



•I li 


,1 
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A LECENT* OF 


I’ 

The Baronfj<?s, with all her soul and heart, _ 

A loyal woman, (now called ultra royal,) ' ’ 
Soon tlirust all funeral concerns apart, 

And only thought about a banquet royal; 

In short, by aid of earnest preparation. 

The visit quite dismiss’d the visitation. 

o 

And. spite of all herp-jcf for the cx-mate, 

Tlicre w.'Vs secret hoj>e die could not smother, 
'i'hat some one, early, might replace "the late”— 
It was too soon to think abnut anorher; 

Yet let her minutes of despaii be reckon’d 
Against her hope, which w j;- but I'ji u ic^ond. 


She almost thought tliat htirg thus heref* 

Just then, was one of lime's pr'>j)iti ms tt«urhe$5 
A thread in &uch a nick to niek'd, it left 

Fice eppeuruniry to be .i dtf'he‘->; ^ ^ 

Thus all lier care was on^y to loc>k pleasant. 

But as fo! tears—she UroppM them—for the present 


Her hou<*eh.old. as good servants ought to try*' 
Look’d like their lady- -anything but sad,. 
And giggled even tliat tliey might not cry, 

I’o damj) fine company ; in truth they had 
No time to mourn, thro’ choking turkeys’ thtt 
Sfouring old laces, aud reviewing bottles. 


Cr/ 














: 4^ A LEGEND GF NAVAKll£C«^. 


At bsr, some sleepy, some by wine opprest, " , 

t 

The courtly company began ** nid nodding'' 
The King fiist *>ought his chamber, and the reat 
Instanter followed by the course he trod in* 

1 shall not please the scandalous l)y showing 
I'he order, oi disorder of their going. 


The old Chateau, before that night, had never 
Held hair so nianv underneath its roof. 

It ta'^k'd the Baroness’s best e^Jca^<'Ur, 

And put her best contiivance to the pit>of. 

To give them cliainbeis up and d iwci tlio stairs. 
In twos and thicts, hj' dngles, and by pairs. 



However, there were be.ls i . oougli for all : 

' V . ^ « 


But living btidies ('ccur ud so many 


t 

""""*18 






She had just lodging for the wltole—v. t 1,'arely 
And sonn, that were both broad os back and tall* 
Lay on sputi beds that 'Cued t’oem \ery sparely; 


’ f 




could not let the dead one ta'.e up any. 


r,#* 

/ a / 


* f 


The act was, certainly, not over decent: 


iW} « 


I., 


Some ’'mall respect, e’en after deatli, she ow’d hSn^y 






Considering his death had been so recent: 

However, by command, her servants stow’d 
(1 am afham’d to think how he was slubber’d,) , 
Stuck bolt upright vvithin a corner cupboard 1, 










466 A LEGEND OF MAVAE-RE,' 

1 ^ * 

V / 

Then striding back for hi*? couteau de chasse, 

Detemiinfd on a little midnight lunching, 

He came again and piobM about die mass. 

As if to find the fattest bit for mui^chingj 
Not meaning wastcfully to cut it all up, 

But only to abstract a little collop. ^ 

* I. 

But just as he had struck one gieedy stroke, 

, ( 

His hand fell down quite pc'weiless and weak ; ", 

* ,1 

For when he cut tht" Ivundi it plainly spoke 
As haunch of ven’son ni i-er ought to speak ; 

No wondei that his hand touVl go no furilicr— 

Whoif could ?—to carve cold meat that bellow’d, 
‘^niUJlher! ” 



Down came the Bodv wiiii a bounce, ara ik>wn 
The Ranger sprang, a •■tailcan* at a spiing, 

And hawlh* t noLigh to wakt n up :i (own ; 

Some tlu>ught tliat t/lfty Wv le non Jv i'd. some, the Ring, 
And, like IV'iacdutr, did notning ioi a si-asou. 

But fctand upon the spot and beil 'vv, “TreasonI ** 

A hundred riglitcaps gathet’d m a mob. 

Torches d;aw torches, swords brought SWDa^ 
togethc). 

It seem’d jo dark and perilous a joli; 

The TJaroncbS came trembling like a fcatlier 
Just in the rear, as pnilid as a corse. 

Leaning again q Uie Master of the Horse. 
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I 

The Baron li'v’J—^’ttn’a'* nothing but a trance s 
The huly ihed—’twas nothing but a death 1 
The cupboaul-cut sei-v’d only to enhance 
This postscript to the old Baronial breath t 
He soon forgaTP, for the revival’s sake, 

A little chop intended for a Jtcah / 




THE POACHER, 


A Si'KJOrs J}.\U-A!j 


'X 


Riil BLO'^-iO'? wa-. a nice young man. 
And diovt* the B\it*y coach; 

But bad LOinpanxjns were his b^nc*. 
And egg'd him on to iioach, 

t£. 

They taught hirr )inw to Tjt t the birds. 
And how lo uooso tlit hare ; 

And wifi* a wiry rerricr, 
fl'_ often set a snare, 


Each ‘‘shiny night'’ the moon was bright, ' 
7'o park, pjtjservt, and w'ood 
He went, and kept the game alive. 

By killing all he could. 


<9 










tWfi POACHER. 




Lrand-owners, who had rabbits, swore 
That he Jiau this dement— 

Give him an inch of warren, he 
Would take a yard of ferret. 

At partridges he w^as not nice; 

0 And many, large and small. 

Without Hall’s powder, without lead, 
Were sent to Lcadcn-Hall. 

He did not forir t<i take a deer 
From ioiest, p.nk, or lawn ; 

And wit’nout vointieg lord oi duke, 
Used lierjuently to fawn. 

Folks who had hare*' iliscovc red ‘^iiares- 
His course they ronlu n(*r 'top : 

No haiher he, and yet lie made 
7'heir hares a perfect crop. 

r© pheasant he was such a foe. 

He tried the keeper's nerves; 

They swore he never seem’d to have 
Jam satis of presiTTcs, 

The Shooter went to heat, and found 
No sporting worth a pin. 

Unless he tried the con.!c'rs made 
Of silver, plate, or tin. 







BALLAD. 


* »■ 

In Kent the game was little wortll» 

In Surrey not a button! 

The Speaker said he often tried 
The Manors about Suiton, 

No county fiom his tricks was safe; 

In each he tried his lucks, 

And when the keepeis were in Beds^ 

He often was at Bucks,. 

And when he went to Bf(rks alas! 

They always came to li'-rts; 

And even Oxe n u-icl to vvidi 
That i.e haii hi; de.erts. 

But goinj; to his u‘-i:al Jlnnts, 

Old Cheshire laid Ids ploi'.; 

He got entmppM hy legtil Uirks, 

And lost his 'He »u A 4ts, 

— 1 . ♦ 

BAI.LAD. 

Spring it is cheery. 

Winter is dreary. 

Green leaver iiang, hut the brown must f ] 

When he'.^ forsaken. 

Wither’d and shaken. 

What can an old man do but die ? ^ 



;.■■■' DEATi-l’s' RAMBLE.' '•■'■" 4M!,tj4? 


Love wili not clip him. 
Maids will not lip him, 
KLiud and Marian piss him by; 
Youth it is snnny. 

Age has no honey,— 

What can an old man do but die i* 


Jiim* it is jolly. 

Oh for it", folly ! 

A dancing h-g and a h ughing eyej 
on til Pi ay he ‘-illy, 
Wi-doni is <liUIy,— 

What can an old man do hut lUef 


DEATH'5^ RAMBLE. 


* One day tho dreary old King of Death 
Inclined for some sport with the carnal, 

So he tied a pack of darts on Isis back. 

And quietly stole from hi"< chainel. 

f 

' Uls head wras bald of flesh and of hair. 

His .body was lean and lank, 

His joints at each stir made a crack, and the cur 
Took a gnaw, hy the w.iy, at his shank. 















. iiKArH*g VLAisnuR. ' '■'' '’ xrM? 


DKATO S KAM5LE« ' ! ' 4J 

,■>' Deatjh saw a toll>man taking a toll, 

•' ’ In the Bpirit of his fraternity; 

"I’J 

j ,‘But. he knew that sort of man would extort, 

A'' ■ 

Though summon’d to all eternity, 

I 

He found an author writing Ids life, 

^ut he h r him write no further; 

For Death, who strikes whenever he likes, 

Is jealous of all self-murther I 

Death saw a patient that palled nut his purse. 
And a d^vtoi that took the stun ; 

B'lt he let th.i'ni ]a —for he kttew that the “fee*^ 
Wa-- .1 ptelude to “• law ” and “ fum.'* 

He met a du.ttman rinc;ing a hi-U, 

And he gave him a mortal thru.-t, 

For himself, hy law, since Adam’s haw. 

Is contractor foi all our dust. 

He saw a sailor mixing his grog, 

And he mark’d him out for slaugiuer; 

For on water he scaicely had cared for Death, 
And never on runvand-water. 


Death saw two players playing at cards, 
But the game wasji’t worth a dump, 

,, For he quickly Laid tiiom flat with a spade, 
■To wait for die final trump | 


i'e? 
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THE PROGRESS OF ART, 


O HAPPY time I Art's raily days 1 
When o’er each deed, with sweet self-pratse^ 
Narcissus-1' ke I hung 1 
When great Rembrandt but little seem’d. 
And such Old Ma'^ters all were deem’d * 
As nothing to the youiigl 


Some scratchy stiokes—rjhrupt and few, 
So ensjly and swilt I diew. 

Suffic’d for my design ; 

My sketchy, sunirrici.d li.niJ 
Diew solid® at a da'-!!--dnJ spann’d 
A suiLci ^\jth a hne. 


Not long my i-ye v.M'> tlius content, 
But grew more oiti'al—my be a 
Ess. y\l a higher w dk ; 

I copied h.ulen eyes In li-aJ— 
Rheumatic haiif]-> jn white at: t red. 
And g' Uty leet—in chalk. 


Anon my ,'^tudious art foi days 
Kept m.''.king faces- -happy phrase^ 
For faces such as mine 1 
Accomplish’d in the details then, 

I h it the minor parts of men, 

And diew the foim divine. 


I 




'IIIE PROGRESS OF Aitt. 


f 'h 


Gods and Heroes—^Trojan—Greek 
^'. 1^'lgiires—long jifttr the antique, 

V Great Ajax justly fear’d ; 

'. 'Hectors, of whnai at night I dre.irnt 

<1 

And Nestor, fring’d enough to tempt 
Biid-ne'jters to In'} heaid. 


A Bacchus, leering on a howl, 

A Pallas, that 'a r owl, 

A Vulcan—VL-iy Jruni*; 

A Dian stuck with ‘•fais; 

With m) right haoi’ 1 iniiidciM IVTars— 
(One Wiiliami did liu; samc.^ 


But til'd of this diT work a; last. 
Crayon and c!i lik jad.e I c.>t. 

And gave my huiv!r a ihink ! 
Dipping —“as wiieii a paiiittr dips 
I In gloom of earthquake aiid eclipse. 
That is—in Indian ink. 


Oh then, what hlack Mmit Blancs arotie. 
Crested with soot, and not with snows* 
W^liat clouds of dingy hue ! 

In spite of what the haul has penn’d 
;' I fear the distance did not “ lend 
Enchantment to the view,’* 



THE PROGRESS OF ART; ,;:: 

^ ' 

Not RatlcIyiTti’s brush did e’er design 
Black Forests, half so black as rnine^ 

Or lakes so like u pall; 

'I'he Chinese cake dispers'd a ray 
Of darkness, like th<* light oi Day 
And Martin over all. 


Yet nrrbin piltio sustain'd mr still, 

I gaved on ail with light good will, 
And ‘piead the tint; 

" No holy Lake help’d me to paint, 
M’he devil surely, not a .Saint, 

Had any linger in't! ” 


But colours came !—like moining light, 
With gf/rgeou', lull's displacing niglit, 

Gi Spring's (fills et'\] aene! 

At oiice tJie .sabh eludes withdrew ; 

My skies got very, very' bh -. ; 

My tJees extieine'*; greeti. 

And wash’d ov niy cosmetic brush. 

How IV.auty'-. chei ks began to blush •, 

With lock of auimrn sLuii—- 
(Not Goldsmitli’s Auburni--nut-brown hair 
That made her lovt-Iiesi of the fair; 

No*- “ loveliest ol the plain ! ” 




rm 

aiviT' '-. 
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PROGRESS OF ART. 


?*Hei Ups were of vermilion lino; 

\XoTC in her eyci, and PJlls^!a^ blue, 

*, Set all my htart iii na>no ! 

‘I’ 

A young Pyginalicai, I ador’d 
The maid^ I made—but time was stor'd 
With c’. il—and it came 1 


Perspective dawn’d—a.nd soon 1 saw 
My hou'^ev-) stand again->t it-, law; 

And “ '* all iinkcju i 

My li'vutb.'- wiTt t'o Ivtn.'iT t'uiig" 
F’oi love and h aJ iiu igining-,; 

But honoto to he w'. jjt ! 


Ah! why did IwiinwKdge ope my eyns ? 
Why did I got m.-ui ? 

It only sc.VOS to hint, 

What grave dri'oets and wnnt= are niino ; 
|That Titt no HiJton ill des'gn— 

In natuio no Dewint! 

Thrice happy time I—Art’s early day“! 

^ WTien o’er each deed, with ^weot solf-piai- 
Narcissus-like 1 liung! 
jiiWhen great Rembrandt hut little •-ei mM, 
'And such Old Masters all wale deem’d 
As nothing to the young 1 
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OUR LADY'S CHAPEl^ 


A Ll'GLND OF COBLiiNZ. 


W’jKjr i-'ii has cro> 'ci tin- ATf'tsel Bviilge, 
And niomiLL'd by thf fort oi Kaibir Franz, 

I ill" pculnnco. 

Just nn thi' sumoor of St. s ri»’i^L% 

A littL' I'p-cn Lij pci to iKc 

M^hcuin the tapirs ?>.\k ..H' boiain > !’;U.rhf, 

So pojH'.la’-, ii.dcod, this holy 'hiine, 

A” J«.asr eiivnig rho jciiadi' 

Ly niy;h', or it hi,.^di •e'>( o, yon sec Ihnc, 
Avery Mls'al foi jU/ 

Yet, wheij yoii iikan, it inoi.! or eve, bv 
Ali Othir t haji' h, ‘■‘.O'iv.l!’ . Ol t'lC ilciji. 

"VVho'i; mouldy, \vh. it ’ IiH 'liai'd’ y ^ at ,i..ld.s 
Lean-., p'.is, poMo)'-' m..j\uc! wm/c], rve. 
And lo! the Viyi^i 1 o:ki/ di.ak, aiai liu-.h, 
Witl'ou; tlw ehiioin 1 O’ a j.nthiiH; rirli; 

•-j o 


i;.-. on Sr. P. kiA Hia 

■j'he ar.j hniT.iriy, biiir/ii-^;, burning {.tilL < ; 

In fact, i' i‘. a jjr ntj n.n,d tia<!e 
To farnkh foiih tlu; cariji* , leudy made; 

And close Itcdde the chap: 1 and the way, ' V 

A chandler, at her stall, n'rs day by day, 

An I sells, Doth long and .diort, tlie waxen tapen 'j 

> v'" 

SmartenM wiiJi tinsel-foil and tinted papera. 





- LADTS CIIAPEL. 

- y. ‘ 

jlveof the my'itenons truth an inkling, 

who in this hriglit i li iprl f;r(-*tho a ju-aycr 
Unser Frow, " ami kuni a r.i[>er tliciv, 

* 

said to a lia-band in a twinkllug; ” 

IH 

as sht*-j>lo\/wiMm-, jJ it In- not si.maa!, 
partners with t/ tir iii.-.n’aionul tanvlji*. 

,'i >' 

; How kind of Idf ,■■.'(1 '■ainl in. ii'..unn — 
jWhere no:u in n’.;‘:!i. wi t'-lii, an* j^ivcn — 
To interlbio bnlow ii. untb n:>' iiianln ■, 

/And help olvi m.iidcn'! ri' >1 t -.nlios^ 

I* The trut’n l^, 'liat i:i '-'..a oi i,' ihin;!; '■;i'i;^:iy 
, ^ i(^At itast, so 'ah. ;ii : u i;’‘' ~aiiii...i) 

/The vofai'es me ai! -i old an.I in:’), 

Ho man could jail in loa nui. i-y a niliacl v 

) 

However, that sudi \\a\i n .and u)w'i 

I 

t Are sonietime', k’r the j.iirp.'.e < d.n jriMjs’, 

111 hel;u!.[j ri) a ‘’.pam-e. 

.'le vouch’d foi by a -t.my ino,t veracious. 


. i -.V PJ 

. ■ ''f 
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'.At'^pertelu Woman, vl'Mn;;h in I’.ame a wif., 

' JoomM to Ion 1y hfe, 

."J^r'trMant !iu.sband having; been 'u\e.y 

yearsi two months, a we* k, -a-vi half a clay,- 
remembiiiices by worth or deeds,— 
to think she had sudurc.''* ham lie 
of widow'hood .intl bum her wet ds— 


if * 

course with a wa:t-cejidlo. 


4LtO OUR LADYS ClIAPEU' '-V 

Sick, sinf?;l<’-h:mfiri] with the woiKl to grapple* 
Weary of solitude, ami spleen, and vapours, 
Aw.iy she hurried to Our Lady"'; Chapel, 
rull-handed with izuo tapcis-— 

And pray'd as she Iki.I never pray'd before. 

To be a I'lfi ► /J, 'r vv lit once iiion . 

"Oh Holy Virgin. ’ listen to my jnayori 
And Jot- ‘.vveet me. n . ;ind ihy k x'.' baki*, 

Acci j't the vuvv , an 1 olT.ni.gi 1 nu’ke— 

Otheis Set up one liglit, but iiuH .s npiiir.' ’ 

Iltr p'lytr, it si'emM, vva : 

For in Llnte wiii.s, e-.aetly leekon’d, 

As biirlif any bij.J. 

Sill stood l)(.fe'(. tin Ibie' r uioj I Ian" ‘he Se..ond 
A kict that inadt ij. i k >-> hi .utv, 

'JUu'-''1 Fro-.v, ” ind hi " ]■> v p'l.'.on-. in'lne, 
ohe .sent two wa\tn can.lle'-. snperFiie. 

Long eiioiigli lor a Lapland »VLolng party ! 


Rich wu*! rnc W- oding Fev*st and rare— 

WJiat f..iU‘-.a''L . weie there ! 

i > ‘I 

Of .‘^wei 1'' .".id SOI') ^ theie was a ]ierfect glut; 

With rlenteoue liquots to was!) 'lown good cheer ' 
Rrautwein, and Uhurn, Ki’-eh-wa^ser, and Krug 
And win*, m) sharp that cv'ty •'I'li, was cut. , 

Rare was tin* feast ~l ut taiei was the quality - ' </: 

^ « * 

01 north, ‘d smoky-joke, and song, and toast,— 

Wiien ju't in all tht middle of their jollity,— 

. -Kl&i: 





■j'y.WIU.L-. ’.W iLV» : 


ADDRESS. 




bumpers fill'd to hof.^^cis and to h('st, 

9II the unborn biancbi*s of tliiir hou^r, 
V'V.T^Iw'JSWelcorae and iMiask'd, likt- Uaiuiuo’b Ghobt, 
Innvalk’d the l(>i\^^-lo>t >])Ou-'L'! 

?4; ,V'^ t *{ ' ^ 


W-f - -f 


Whaf pen rouKi (ver paint' 


:-';y i'^Tfeu fitlbhjib when the Ilnh' were ^hes ronironted ! 
j "The bridesmaids fufully b''e,>m tf- flint; 

h', The bridesmen <^La'vvi — some v. :n-tled and some 
, ’ grunted : 

<) ' Fierce Hans tht Fi I ■.; ' 1 / 1 hk a i) di.it\ hunted' 

“ft I 

PoorHaiv? the Seeff'..! l.kr .. kl-in.;; tall. 

^ Meanwiule, roiilen I'Jil! hv tlie Jonhk mir/'le^ 

,|:''\'The t\vo-f''hi biide -oM'M out, wjiIj u ii' liy.n ii.,.!lj 
**CHi Holy Virgin, xniihe too good- - Av ” 

11 

■ i' ' MG'a A L. 

^ vx » 

;'. Yt Coblenz maid'', take warning by the ihyme, 

' f Aad as our Ch«lstiari law-, forbid jjol^gumy 

I. ^ ^ 

\j , // , For fear of bigamy, 

'i /'--Ofli]/ught up one taper a: a time. 

r''>A'"'Vh'- 
tr-e v'. ,, 

s'V, j'''sv. :,)'i 




ADDRESS. 


>/ iCTliJial not a sound! no whisper! no demm 

I , , . . • 

fe motion—no inti-usive stir ! 

staid presence and a cpiiet hioat!), 
moment dedicate to Death ! 


4^2 ADDRESS. , * 

j 

For now no fancii cl miseries Inspeak 
Tht* jinntiii”; lio'-om. and tlic Avetred dieek 
No f.ilded Temjie.'t, or tUanianc wreck. 

No Royal Sire wa«liM from the mimic deck. 

And diri^C'] hy Sim Nymphs tr' his I^iiny gravel 
Alas! r!ee]\ deej) I enei'ili the sulh n \\a\e, 

Hi-i hcaK, once w.em *»nd ^hp'hh'n ' your ovy^i. 
Now ci'l 1 c.iul set, elv--'- ',1 the slii!i;;li‘ stone: 

H)s J-o v.li>tpa-nt. e!'' hid i:p lAiih sami: 

The i eiL el i td, -anJ tie i.nnie i\c hand, 

Idly t man,e led u'>th thcodan A\*pd - 
Full f.itl'iom fi,e, a Fv'Im it in in>i' i ’ ! 


Yes! wheic tlie i f.Ihow , rave tht while 

ArouMfl tlie i.’tkv i’l m. I'.ni H ‘!y hi-, 

lieaT to th' n leai, t > t n di ai .jt-i-laiee 

'1 hat j^eei> de'•]'n y ’hi ( .•.‘=e, 

Blind to the ho'/ta'' thuf aj']-,il 'he liolil, 

Tib till hi lur.e ! 0 | I'-aiiil, f'\‘ Im’.l-I, d old— 

To love—an.* lo\('s tit'ayonv, .i-< < i.i j 

He. wlxo could nu'V' tin; iiiovecl hy none, 

t * ihdl'h' 

Drifts :in uncon •■joii.i (.O' a.- I'ooi Klton's race IS Etot 

' ” a' 
' -h' 

/,» I 'll-/' 

Weep lor the dead ! Yet d< ju..r mrrely ween 
For him who '■htm'.i.i , In tin oi /y iltep : 

Movnn lor tne di 'i.'ll—not alone for him 
O’ei whom the coirnouiiit and gannet swim ; 

' I 

Bus like drare Dai ling in her little boat, 

Stietch tm'v a j.ivin^ liaiicl to tliose tliat float— , , 







A DROP OF GIN. 




ppte oiphan Seven—so premarurely hurl’d 
sljTO&'ldie billows of this .^to.'-my world, 
^3^'«fOggJing~savc your piiy take their part— 
bickers huge cnou;^li to (jicak the heart! 



A DROP OF GIM, 


“.’Gin! Gin I a drop Giu ; 

/*• 'What ma^pdii d nioTi'toi . heU’tlu-vtiu ■ 

‘ ' ’ Razeed, and 'Miued with iPd, ,'i;d r.,suK 

'i ', , Some ‘j)ULii'(i, .iuJ ''Ome widi blood! 

Shapes of misi-ty, sluinu . an i ‘•iii ’ 
p ‘ ' Figuivs that m-h-' ms h) ilv.- and trend.lo, 

:-i * ’ Creatures «c:iitc hum.in tliat iiioie rt'sembie 

• -k 

\ ^w'Broods of diabolii III kin, 

^ "'’th' t 

Ghost and vampyre, demon and Jin! 

t<'n , 

* < iJIk 

W 

r ;i, '• 

Gin! a drop of Gr. ■ 

K .'^injfiAram of Satnn! the liquor of Sin '— 
jiDistilled from the fell 

and Death,—his own brother and twin! 
man miglit fall 


S^.^,S4j'Still lower than all 
^l^'.theanest creatures with scale and fin. 




f £ - ^k- 


4H 


A DROP OF 


? GIN. 




But, hold ;—we are iieidier Batvbones nor Pryi 


Who L^-hcd vvitli such niire 


The sins of tlu* age; 

Then, in'^tcMcl of making toc nuv:h of a din, 
L+’t Anger I-e mute. 

And Mercv dilute, 

With a chop of pity, t!ie drop ol Gii)! 


Gin i Gin I a drop of Glu ! 

When, darkly, Ad\ d,iy-' ‘'C'l in, 

Arx; the fijriidi and jv.'.'!*; 

Oi I'.t’. lie. ^ ( ars 

Pane waini !a:t cohl vNitiuii, 

jrind c.sniior u'“’.iee 
A f.o'niiar fac'r 

That’}- ‘■teeped hi ji.)v>nr> i p : ;the chin ; 

Put Mnih, iieplccl, 'eld--lioidder. and ^ nt 
The rjf'gc-d paupe?, misfoi tu'u '. hiet : 

Hardly atV n.)wledged Ly i-i-di anj 'dm, 
liv.aaiof, jioor I ! 
lie li.is r.a\.it, 

A seedy enat, and a f'nic in that:— 

Ho sole tj hi'' jhot*, and no brim to hie hat; 
Noi n change of Ijotn—ix>ept hib akin; 

No g!'*\eSj no \e-t, 
pjiJje; .-lecond or [;e-t; 

And, wJi.-'f )•. wojve chart all tire re.8t. 

No light iieai't, tliough his trousers are thin— 





,K«W 


A DROP OP GIN. 


While time elopes 
WWi idl gold(*n hopc% 
even with those ol pewter ainl tin j 
I The brightest clretiiTir, 

'' V,/ '/ And the best of st hemes, 

j knocked down, like u wicket by Mm,o. 

! ^ M « I * 

Each cattle in air 

^ ^ S' 

, "'y., Seized by gl.int D'-sp^iir, 

No prospect in hT* uoith :* niimiiLin pin ’ 
j'' ', No credit, no cad). 

No cold :niit^(!i. i.j h.t h. 

- -» 

No brc.ui—:io' nui j’r.' ,;ov-s to nii h ; 

^ No coal in the ci tl;i, no wdiiu in llie bin— 

‘ « 

SnTi''hed, biulan t<) bit-, 

- ’ With judgments and \Mits; 

V, BobAs, bills, and cngiiosits distriietnii^ the wits, 

y In the webs that (lie spi lers of C’h.i:uei> spills 

■ . • Til!, weary oi life, its woi iy and snile, 

' Black visions u-o life of a ra/,oi, ri kiiiie ; 
AOifjoisDn—a rope—‘^loujiing over a liun.” 

M > < V 

' I ' 


Gin! 3 dixip oi Gin I 
then its tremendous temptations begin, 
rTo take, alas! 

To tlie fatal glas<^; _ 

‘hnppy the wreteh that does not win 
change tlie blaek line 
'Of his ruin to « blue ”— 


■■■‘i’ll 

^l5 '-14 





416 THE PAUPERS CHRISTMAS ChtXS^. 

1**^ iff 

V’^hile nng^els sorrow, and demons grin—^ ' 
And lo'<e Llie rheumatic 
Chill of his attic 

By plungijig into the Palace of Gin! 



k'k 


Fi'Li. of tiiink and lull of nunf. 

On onr Savjot'k'- immI day, 
CiiAjarv': pnc;ii'i;.d in .1 ■ 

'J’iu!'1 he.rd 'Ploj-lj -ay.— 
Ou^;!if I'v'r I ti'divice and ‘ing 
Thus supi'lii d widi famous cheer? 
II ivi.o ! 


i -is * ‘‘^5 


*'>4) 




■VMl 


I'HE PAUPER’S CHRISTMAS CAROL* 




^ 


r »*■' -'i 


,Vj 

A<- •.>: 


* .r 


I liaiili) know- — 
Chri'tmas ermub onre .. -vear. 

** After labour’s long tnimoil, 
Sorry fue and frequent fast, 

Tw j-and-fifty weeks oi toil, 
Piiddi'i-r-’.iine is come at iu-.t! 

O 

But are rai'-lir ])igh 01 Itjw, 

I'lour and su^t r laap or dear? 

Ill k^'hu * 

I h. ndly know— 
Christmas comes but once a year. 




5»AUPERS CHRISTMAS CAROL. 4 x 7 

"“Fed upon the coaresr fare 
Three hnncln i’ tl.iys and iixty-four 
But for one on xl.jndf. rare. 

Just as if I wa-.rrt poor ! 

Ought not I to ]5lcss iny ^tais, 

Waidcn, cli-rk. .itul oversea-^ 
j J'lvjplioi 

I hatdiy ktjowi-— 

Chii.'jtma'i conn' oo.'c a year. 

‘^Treated ]iK'‘ a n'l 1 c m- 

One oi N.ifiiiv''- 'O* ial ciiiin. 

Seated, ti n i^d on. ind ii'cs.'d - 
ijiitw'liih ‘li.il! 1 !■( ji!i d .I'^eln. 

'I'wice to pud Jail;,', tli.iti- to be f, 

A iIojJL'n tii'.u . to ale .n. i ^ 

1 Ii.ndK know-— 

Christmas coi'Ks IjiU once a vear. 

Come to-morrov/ how it will; 

Diet scant 'nul 11 a^c rough, 

Hung(’r onre Ita*; had iti till, 

Thiist for once ha'’ had enough. 

But shall I ever dine again f 
Or see another feast appear ? 

Heigho! 

I only know— 

Chnstenas comes but once a year! 







THE LAY OF THE LAIlK*V;f | 

'Jr* f* 

Frozen cares begin to mdt. | 

Hope*' n'vj\t* and spint.s flow— 

Feeling as 1 have not felt 

Since a dozen months ago— ^ 

Glrul enough to sing a song— | 

To-nionow sjull 1 volunteer? 

Ikigho! I 

* 

1 IkikIIj' know— t 

Clni^tmas comes but once a year 

,1 

"Bright and l)le"t i i« the time, 

So'Tow- en ! .inJ i'O iKgin, \t 

W'lili the 1)1.1!'ith nil I i V cliime 

- J 

Ring the l)ay u! in ! 

But tlu' happy tide lo hail. 

With a si; h er witli a tear, 'i 

j li iy ho ' 

1 hardly krjf 'v— 

^ » 

Chsistjnr.s corne^ hut '>iKe a yeas ! ** I* 


THE LAY OF 'J'JIE LARK. 


With d'*w upon Its bomt 
And sunsliine on its whig. 

The lark uprose fiom Its happy nest 
And tliiis it seemed to sing;— 



nfcjE LAY OF THE LARK. 

V 


‘iK' A' 

' sweet! from the middle of the wheat 

' To meet tlie morning gray, 

^-To leave the coni on a mti ry morn, 

, Nor have to cuvm- the day.” 

; * * ^ « # 


Wit|j the dew upon thiii hiLa-st, 

And the sunlight on their wing. 
Towards the Irirn tin- hirrnws lise 


The lark.', and rhu- t!j< y * -ng:— 

** If you would know * 1 k' rau'ie 
That make, us .-iug so gay. 

It is because we iuiil and hU 
Aiul novel 0’n'’0 tlv day. 

Sweet, sweet! f:um die middle of the wheat 
(/f7>e;v /.ur/c our cuUov^ hrood.) 
Whuff \v< weu'liaf. n’d, and fcvl 
Amidst tho corn on a viry incny morn, 

{Jl'e nci'cr siar-'ve for food.') 

Wt* ncvcT starve for bread ! ” 


Those flowers so veiy blue 




Those poppies llaniing red, 


'i. 




heavy eye was glared and dull, 
livr.' He only murmur'd '' bread!” 
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VAUXUALU 


CoMi',, come, I :iin \cry 
J to l>(‘ nicny—- 
8 l' Irv ' lot a vIkti'x* 

■ i 

1 bccKoii :intl Ita^vl ? 

’J i" ijci a (.lanijf 

Aot' will iianiji tight 

'Fo music aiitl l.iiu;' 

At ‘jliijiJJig ! 


Ay, lierc's ''to jiortil- 
The chcf .U'lrtil 

I pas*. ti'i.l MU ft 'i.’-l f all 

At Cl' V. O'! tl “ f'i.l/"- 

Naiiict fitnoLib in sLory, 

Lit iijt I 'yii a>n .rt , 

Ail naming it' gl. iy» 

Distiac tiiig ihi* g.iic * 


Oil wi name lit*-, /allow— 
Fa'iie never wll h illow 
In I'cJ light and yellow 
PoLtical toil—‘ 

]hc tiltd !') vviite up 
ATy name, and rake fiight up 
Jjut ink vvill not light up 
Like cotton and oil 1 



^v:'^"'''- ' vaothall. 

^ * VJ. 

\ ' But savi thoughts, keep iinJer! — 

/, ' _ 

:'' The painted Rcjtundi''' 

Invites me. 1 wonder 
"Who’s ringing so clear? 

*Tis .Sinci.ilr. high-fijiiig, 

Scotch ditiu's ^upj>lyi!ig ; 

^But some licarts aie Milling 
For Dignuin, I fe ir! 


How bri^;ht i" t!i iu^t’c, 

H v*w thick th- h-lk-. nui-ter. 
And ('.ip' riy tlo-'ti i, 

On l-jnch iiiid j’l ho\',— 
Whi’-^t Poecy li 
Sweet .sounds, or the i.ik'Pg 
Kate Stcj'hen'- is sluikh-p. 
Her Miitc and licr loL-tv-j! 




i 

i 

i 

1 

} 

\ 

i 

k 




What clapping attends her !— 
The white doe hefilends liei— 
How Ihahiin? altemls h.er 
Away by the hand, 

For Love to succeed he) ; 

The Signoi doth he^d liei. 
And sigheth to Ic^ad lu r 
Instead of the band! 


Then out we all sai’iy— 
Time’s ripe tor the Baiiet, 



VAUXHALL. 


Like bees they all rally 
Before the machine!— 

But I am for tiach'g- 
I'hc blight walks and facing 
The groups that are jiacing 
To bce and ht seen. 

flow motley they mingle— 
men might one single. 
And naiTK'’ di.if would tingle 
Or tickle the lai- - 
Fie.'-h Chine‘'e cor.tiivers 
Of letU'! '-~sur\i\ ots 
01 pawnlv.oiv.! —tllwis 
Bi-aU d il aj)j)Lai ! 

Such lit ill and men, 

Ai'd (ivlcand ^Mte men — 
Coii cl'U'-, .'•iid lau-nicii— 
How j^lea‘ant to nod 
T\) fiieiidi.—-to Dotr fii'^lijons, 
'I'o maV., speculations 
On pK-ople and passions— 

To laugh lit tlio odd ! 


To sup on true slices 
Oi liam—with fair prices 
For fowl—while cool ices 
And llunurg abound— 



A RECIPE—FOR CIVILISATION, 

.is-'i 

To see Blarkmore wander, 

A smiill salarnand'tT, 

Adown the i'''pe ) onder, 

And on tiu* gronnr!! 

Ohj the fin w'-rks au.* «!j'u'ndi i; 

But driikne<?<i is Mtaided —- 

tli'u'y, an' axin t-nded, 

F.u!e r,nu ki\ and mM * 

There j-of «! I' r !.,r! — 

Feme t !(>.:r j>>ii ki-*. 

By stai s i,; r' ' ■ k ki'T. 

I r ' 'i'lin V’’..!''.! lil! 


A REcri'i:—r'oj< avrusATiON 

Surely, those s,ij;es cir who teai h 
^^That man is known fiorn Innh's hy sj'eei’li 
Which haidlv sevL'i-' man fioir. w^om.m, 

’ But not tl'd inhuman ftom the Juiman— 

Or else might panots claim .. hnltj'-. 

And dogs be doctors hy f.a’i. iry, — 

r Not t’ insist, fas might be ‘'hown,') 

'* -- 

That beasts have gihheiM) of their own, 

,Which once was no dead tongue, llio’ we 
i l^ince Esop’s days have lo -t the ke)-; 







■ ;''^'y':¥#l 

A RECIPE-FOR CrVIUSA'nt*N. ■i'; 

' ' ' .-'Ji 


Not yt’f to hint Oumb men,—and, still, not 
Beasts that eouK] possiji thougli they will 
But play at dummy liki* tlie monkeys, ' 

Foi‘ fear mankind should make them flunkies. ■ -*«' '' 
Neither can man he kno^\n h-y haJure 
Or foim. heLausf '•o liki- a rieatuu-, 

'1 hat some grave men enuM never shape 
sVjjidi is tht' ajHal and wliioh tlK- .ape, 






‘<1 
tvnf • 


Nor h) h; 1 gait", nor i)j hi h'-ig!i% 


NvT ^ a! l»e( am. h-'s Mad' or white, 
ihit rsil'j'.jiii!, --U,\ ‘o \\i fall 


'I ne oniv Look'N' \\ m m ’ 

Tlie only one !i<' 1 . aiy^s i hit 
of ilinuei to ;!ii I’f r ('s -po, 

For when rl c i.on t\; w.r hi'+’V; 

'I'o put Jn \eu\o'i 'll ])i'o''y 
F'.g/e hy 1 .'ye. w * m .nite, 

'J'hat i < u'ii ) c“ok i' i'(;: I hiute,— 

Bjt F^pne- hfuium wh- i, mean-^, 
if a lioi I h.icl ‘•eii'-i U d i'^'i) his I)eans, 

K'’.y. no OIK l-nt a iiot se wcn/id ior.ige 
On n.il"'!] Jrl^l('ui ol poniilge, 

'Wi'iid piovc'. ii humo .ind Scotciimcn vary, 

’’j'l.c, difleience lulmaiv* 

Fuidii I, as man d kisovn hy fe< ding 
From hint'*'. - so met^ tVom men, in breeding 
j^ie still distil.''ui'li'd as tltev eat. 

Ale) ratv in manneis. raw in meat,— 




11 


A RBCIPE—FOR CIVILISATION. 

. . .'Look at the poli'-b’d natioiT^, lilglvt 

. !■. 


i r| 0 -.The civilized—t)ic most i^olit<. 


7.- 

: 

f?' 




L ^1 f [ 
r, ’ 

' / 
> 

VI ‘ 
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V 




I« that which hc:u!. the praise of nations 
For dres^in^': ej^K-^ hnndied fashions, 

Whereas, at sav.i<re heders look,-- 
Tbcless refiiu-d the U-’S they ti'ok ; 

From Taita; j?,io()mv. t]>aL mculv stK-ddle 
Acros-* a -.te.sk aod w oi't *h o .id.il' , 

Down to the W y- ii'koo ^^.ko.v, 

' That holts liti ciioy -nd o iop- .'.’.'v. 

And, like a wild ' ’a-^ rai- .li-'l" 

To dress h. i ]'■ ■* h-'i \iste >1 - 

D,,r gowns, .in 1 glo'. e-, ai, 1 s ap'. ''d ’ippeN, 

iVre beas't^ s ‘.aiKe'., .I'O'l -ij p’ 

And not by •■h iruh) * Isoau . p..' o'l, 

But those wlio io..-r aii-i h -il ihi n i.'e"' n . 
So Eve an 1 ^vdar. v ‘U 
Because the) l:\id on wai-i-si -s^^, 
iViad till they Itain'd to c.<nk th- h ein.lite'H, 
^Weiit bl'inl cl-: hcL-tle-; to tl.iii iiLu.itl. 

For iiicenc.^s c'omes froju th itiinr side. 

^ (As an ox i-' div-l helou- lus hukO 
■‘ >..0 '- ' And whon the entiail lo.iihc-s vvi'^MStty 
' The outward man will :OOii cull ran y, 

' For ’tis tld eifs’ct of what wi eat 

make a man look like his meat, 

: A« W-cts sl,ow tlu'lr food S complfX.on •, 
fopS'ng olotlics an- liko coi.r.-ction'-, 

UlrnL: ■ 


«1'.' 


♦ 


A 





A RFXIPE—FOR CIVILXSATIODI*:,' 


-Ki 


But who, to fceJ a jaunty coxcomb. 

Would have an ^Vbywinian ox come? 

Or seu'O a di‘>!) of frica-^i-ce.s 

To clodpoks in a coat of fiiizo? 

WIicums a Mack \’soi!lJ call for buffalo 

Alivc--aiiu. no doubt, oat lIh offal too, 

No’a', (th’H j'uniisoLl) ir then 

Tisai (irtiln cuIiiMiv ntn 

¥ 

blii>uld if t f:o b-’di ])an-' and .ipits 

To bti’i,' tbf boarhe-'j''' to tl'Ui 
(I'ba all Scotch'^' n al on-i cc’-tury 
Kri.-W fJiat ^n^t ‘.t'-jOS abi'.v ■ 

\.)d, v,v' j'l'Hi d. ifc), and saucepatu* 
j^ne ;i.i, ^\a\ foi Wiliuijtn',<* j)kinj>) ; 

But iiunvan onM t.> tiii :k the mar j'.'li- 
1 ike man' ''v,, \v:i= ba'tciin” l,n j ate, 
When ]•', ^f'l! ‘liijahi 'b.ivi wot’. <’ iier eojuse 
A*- iTvn of wai d«)—win.) ihth ’'’‘'ce 
Can’t ^al ■ a to’a n i-y '.]> ■. co i aye, 

'J'ht )' ‘.iv al ..n entiy e.fn u-' l.a.iyM*. ^ 

W’ltat leveiiod ''i'lioj), forex inple, 

C'onld pie a t, lio'i, il Ap.'f fiom his temple? 
Wl'.iicas .. cook woiilii sooii ;niseat Jiim', 

Ann miikt lii^ Oven chimliw.nciens cat Idnj, 

Not Irvji'j', coi'til eM)i\s.i'' tluiic \ermin 

^ r 

Til’ e\titli!0]'ophrii’' s, by a sermon ; 

WbfiLj' jour O'.bornc, in a tiice, 

Woi Id “ take a sliin of beef and spic."/’—' ,, 


r I*,'! 

■' V-' 

' ‘' >. 



A' RECIFE-FOR CIVILISATION, 


> And ratflie them such a savoury smother, 

No negro would devour his hiotJier, 

But turn his stom.irh iouml! as loth 
A« Persians, to I he old ‘ l)Jdtk ’ bioth,— 

For knowledge oicenest makes an entty, 

As well av true love, tluo' tin. j)antr), 

Wlttre heaux that coim- at foi fi ..'cilng 
‘ Grow gallant m- n .md gf.r go.xl hreeJing.— 
Exempli graha ~ in the \''t, 

Ship-tiadei•> -^ay tie n .v, .m-v a ric-.t 
Lined with el I'd. natjvv , Ilk'- a >-)t)keiy, 

But e'>av‘'e t iI'mi m crow-at c H>ker},— 
7diis lace, -dioii''.’ n>'\v ea’l d O. V. k'. mt ii, 
(7 o shovv thi y ai\ moia lP Jh t\ eu-t!. 

ointe so- f,[ .im knuk. 

They laid th* ir in il-^ np<>'i tlnii h.-tk'. 

And grew tii' ir t]iiatn!!i lo.ivc-' lot hani lieon 
.On tiees that fidvid th'Ui in tlic i>U!V.hiiia. 
As i’or tiieij liodi'*', the/ weii. roate<), 

, ^For painted tilings- aio so denoted ;) 

' But--the n.ilreLl tiin-h is—staik priinevaL, 

That said theii ptayei-> ro tindier devils, 

,y Allow’d polygamy—dwelt in wigwams— 

1 , And, when they meant .i fea-t, ,ite hig yams. 
'And why?—bt'canse their .':uage nook 
\Hi&d ne’er been visited by Cook,— 
d ; And so they fated till out gn-at chief, 
BtOUght them, not Alethodists, but beef 



A RECIPE—FOR ClVJLISATXOi«i' < 

In tubs,-—anti taught them how to live. 
Knowing it was too soon to give, 

Just then, a homily on their sins, 

(For cooking ends eiv gi*ace begins,) 

Or hand hi' tr.uMi to the iinti'actalde 
Tiil they ctnild kec}) a more exact tahl«>— 

Fv>t nature has her proper eoutses, o 

v\tu1 wild men ir\u^^ !je h.iek’d like horses, 
hi(,h i'll k«'\ s know, .Ml nevei fit 
lidmg till lIk v*v' :i hrt 
r tile mouth ; but then, xs itli ],-io]>er taekh*, 
may tint tln-m O' ■ r.iiM *n -eii-', 

Freo (I 'a^' i;e liist mad- (' ■fi-'t'? 

la the lieiuliLP, m /.!■ s, !i\ kiirhi n tanges, , 

And tau.'Ii! ^!^e conk, in coininK 

l^roces'., thit (in wing wa*. luio'jTig, 

And in hei hk.Lk h ^ tliunt a I .'.ndL- 
Cdf tr.,''r' ;ih’Mg{ ’ i:'mi F'.'". .'Uvl RondtH, 
When I :'L -,lie Ji.ui le. htr^.i-d \\'eis!i rahhitKj 
Shesiw tilt spaien oi i.ei j)al)i^'', 

A-'d ionaJ liei Join-^ j>iii on , stiiped 
Towel, wh're finj.iis inl^jh! he wiped. 

And tJi-P. her leiMst clothed like her ribs, 

(Ffji’ aprons had of ((.mr-e to bibs,) 

Ai|||hy the time ‘■lie liad got a meat- 
ScPTOl, veil’d her i ii k, too, from the heat--* 

As f'»r her grevk'- and !i(‘r .‘aiices, 

(I’ho’ thiw relbrmkl the loyal fauces,) 





’spring. 

7 Hef.'forcemeJitfi and raj^outs,—I praise not, 
'Because the legend ftirthcr says not., 

' ISbccept, she kept taoli Chvl-^tian hIgh-day, 
"' And once upon a fat giod Fiy-day 
Ran short of logs, and told the Pagan, 
That turn'd tlie spit, to chop up l»agoii!— 


SPRi^Xl. 

A NI-W VI itiiiOW 

‘Ham. TheairhiU' shiaw ily-i’ i veiy coM. 
Hoii. It is a ni’pping a.ul an e-igtr air.*'—ikw/c 


** Come, Spiipj; ’ vtiuo.'al 'jiili.ncjS c "n.* . 

Oh! ''llK>nl^"n, sold oi ihy.i.e a- svi l! on 

How rouhist. thou thi." pocn In'inaii uatUio h'lrn ? 

' There’s no sudi bCM'On. 

^hc Spring! I shtink 'ird shiuldir at her name ! 

' For why, 1 find her hreath a hitter hhyhter! 
Aihd suffer from hei hJe^JJS as il they came 
‘ ‘ / From Spiing the Fighter. 

f » 

'Htt praises, tlien, let hardy poets sing. 

And be her tuneful laureates and uphnldeis, 

t V * f- 

'' Who do not feel as if they Ivad a Sj>rin^ 

•I'' Pour’d down thei’’ shoulJeis 1 


; V' S, 



t ^ *" '” ’ ’ ’’ H JlV ■’ ** } 

I '' 's \ ^ 

V > > I I 

*■' r • ( 

SPRING. '■ 


Let others eiiloPise her floral shows, * 

' , J 

From mu dicy cannot win a single stanza* I 

I know her blooms are in full blow—and so ^ ’| 

1/ ^ 

The Influenza. 

> v>r;yf? 

Her cowslip^', stocks, ami lilies of' the vale, V-,''*-? 

Her honcT -blossoms tint you hear the bees at, , 
Her pansies, (iatFodils and piimiose pale, 

Arc tilings I sneeze at ! ' 


Fair is the vernal quartet of tht year ! 

And fair its eaily luujMint;: and its blowings— 
But just suppose Con''.'n''.i)i;.)’rs seeds appear 
Wirhotiiei f-ov,'iiu;' ■ 

For me, I /u}*!. wiun eastern winds .i.e high, " 
A ftigivl, lioi I penial jnspirat'.f’i; 

Nor can, like Irotj-Cie^ted rhii!>l;, dt fy 
An inflammation. 

Smitten by Irenes from rlii' land of plague^ 
me all vern.d luxuiies are fables, 

( 

Oh ! w/Art’s till in a rheumatic leg, 

SMfa? a table’s f 


1 limp in agony,- I wliee/e and cough j ' . ^ 
And quake widi Ague, that Great Agitator 
Nor dream, b»jfaie July, of leaving off 

. f 

Tvly Respirator. 


r * 




■>}, yA i 


THE VOLUNTEER. 


Mt 

'l'"| ■ 


^.liSdbat wonder if in May itself I lack 

Apegf for laudatory vmc to hanj^ on f — 

V 

Spring mild and gentle !—yes, as Spring-heeled Jack 

'* » 

', To those he sprang on. 


la short, whatever panegyrics lie 

In fjjlsome odes too many to oe cited, 
lie tenderness of Spring is nil my eye. 
And that is blighted! 


THE VOLUNTEER. 


in that meniorJjle '^^‘ar 
France threaten’d to put off in 
Fjat-i)otton!‘d !)oaLs intenrling each 
To be a Biitish, eolfin, 

' To make .sad widows of oiir wives. 
And every babe an oiphan— 




When coats were made of scai let cloaks. 
And heads were dredg’d witli flour, 

I 'listed in the Liiw-yers’ Corjis, 

>A^inst the battle hom ; 

A perfect Volunteer—for why 
I brought my ** Will and pow’r.** 




THE VOLUNTEEH. 'v 

.f 

One dreary day—a day of dread. 

Like Cato’s, ovtT-enst — 

About the liour of .-ix, (the morn 

# 

And 1 were breaking fat,) 

There came a loiul and Mulden sound. 
That sti'uck me all aghast! 

A dismal sort of moriirg roll, 

That v/as not be (aten ; 

AMiough it was no skii; of mine. 

Blit parchment, tliat uas bi'aten, 

I felt tattoo’d thitiugh all niy flc"!!. 

Like any Otalieit.i), 

My jaws witii utfu’ ilead eivlo'i-d 
'I'he morsel I was mniKiihig, 

And tenor locwM tliLin up -o tl;ihc, 

My veiy teetli went ciuiirldng 

All tlirough rny hr and tongue at once 

Like sandwich irh,vie at iinnliing. 

My hand tlnat held the tea-pot fast, 
S^ifli-n'd, but yf;t unsteady. 

Kept pouring, pouring, pouring o’er 
’J’he cup in one long eddy, ^ 

'rill both my hvose were mark’d with tea. 
As Uiey were mark’d already. * 




I 


'' >■'. '* . ' ■ ■ 'i 

THE VOLUNTEEti. 

t 

x*' my visage turn from red 

' To white—from coM to hot; 

f i 

But it was nothing; woadci ful 
' ‘ My colour cliangcd, I wot, 

' For, like soine varialue silks, 

I fult that I was sliot. 


' ’ ^' /5t'' i 

t#"-! > 


And looking fouh wifh anxious eye. 
From my snug upper 'tuiy 
I saw our cu’p-''. 

Going to bed-. :i!l ;; >iv ; 

The piviru-1'. wf,v'\\ \< ly 
To axe tiieii way to gloiy. 


The Captain mairh’d as moniui rs niuioh, 
, The ensign tvin -.ta'niM l.iygiug, 

And many more al'ilH»ug,h rluy were 
No ensigns took to flagging — 

Like corpses in (he Seipentio", 
Metliought they wanted diagging. 


^ But while I watrhM, the thougiit of death 
. ,;,Came like a chilly gii'.r, 

' And lo! I shut the win(.k)w down. 

With veiy little lust 
- To join so many marching men, 

'■ That soon might be March dust. 




■1 iiv i ^ 



THE VOLtJNTKER. 


Quoth I, “ Since Fate onliiins it so# 

Our foe the coast land on; ’’—' 

1 felt so warm beside tlie fiie 
i cared not to abandon ; 

Our hearths and liomes are always things 
That patriots make a stand on. 


" The fools that fiidif abroad f>i hoipe,’* 
'i'hought 1, “ rrny get a wiong one; 
l-.et tlvjse thtit luive no lictmes at ail, 

Oo battle foi ;i long one." 

The niiiioi lare eojifii-nud nn' this 
Rcfl; iction. bv a 'tio,,;;; one. 


For tlierc wli ;k 1 was wf'n't fo sliave# 
And deck me like Adonl'-, 

There r'lf lia(kt ofoiit ^('cs, 
With viilriires ll^^ t ronies— 

N(» Corsic.iii bni Deatli Klinstlf, 

The Bony of all Boiile-!. 


A horiid sight it was, and sad 
I'o see the grislv thap 

on my crimson livery. 

And then begin to clap 
My ht'Imet oii-- ah me! it fch 
Like any h loii’i tap. 




} MORNING MEDITATIONS. 

1My plume seem’d borrow’d from a hearse. 
An undertaker’s crest; 

’ My epaulettes like codin-pl.itL's; 

My belt so heavy press’d, 

Four pipeclay cross-ioads seem’d to lie 
At once upon my bie.et. 

• 

My brazen bri'ast-pl.it., ahIj lack'd 
A little heap of -alt. 

To make me like a n-ip-i- fall dress’d, 
Piepaiina fiir ilie \ iiil* — 

’i’o set i:,' uhat tiiL I'o' r Lall^ 

My cvei'Ia-:iM‘> bar;. 

Thi. funeral shov/ ihrliiied tiK‘ quite 
To peace ; ~ ati-i liew ! a”! ' 

WliiLst hettei lions y(, fo n. 

Enjoyin'; with the l.imh 
A len^iheru'd I'l'e, t!uii Juve been 

A Martial I am. 


iMORNING MEDlTA'l’IONS. 


Taylor preach upon a mornings breery, 

W^ll tc rise while ni^liis and larks are flying 
part getting up seem - not so easy 
, By half as » 


.7^^ i 




[€ MORNING meditations;?''W 

, 'vP 

if the lark tloes carol in the aky, : 
Soaring beyond the sight to find him out-^ " ’ 
Wherefore art I to lise ut such a fly ? 

I’m not a ti'out. 

Y 

Talk, not to me of bee's and such like hums. 

The smell of s\ve«'t licrb^ at tlie morning prime—» 
Only lie long i’liough, aiid Ijed becomes 
A bed of itmt. 

'J'o me Dan Phoebus and his car are nought. 

His fttf'cd-. tliat pa-.v impati.-ntiy ai;‘)Ut,— 

Let tlsetn enjoy, say 1, a Ivm .i ^ oii;^ht, 

'Pile 'h'L ; 

Right I)eautifui the dewy ’nuels appear 
Bespiinkled by the lo'sv-hngerM girl: 

What then,—II 1 preur iviy pillov' beer 
To eaily jjc. ri ^ 

My sto.-mcl' is not rnh-d by otl ■ ’ men’s. 

And grumbling ha a reason, (juaintly begs 
Wherefore ‘liould inastL-r rise before the lie'tw /'■ 
Have laid their eggs?'’ . 


Why from a comlortshle pillow start 
To sec faint flushes in the ca^t awaken? 
A fig, Bay I, lot any stieaky part. 
Excepting bacon. 







LOVE LANE. 


/'V ’■ 

y An early riser Mr. Gr.iy ha*; drawn, 

X.Who used to haste the dewy among, 

; .«To meet the snn upon the upland lawn **- 
■ ,, Well—he died young, 

K 

"A 

, With charwomen suci\ eaily liouis agree. 
And’sweeps, that eani betimes their hit and 
But I’m no climbing hoy, and need not he 
“ All tip—all U]i i '' 

So here I'll lie. mv noriibte call*- dehTting, 
Till somctl’iiig iiiaivi to tli^ ‘.tioke of noon 
A man that’s (ond i)i(''o<‘iou''!y oi jfirri/r^, 
Must be a spc'fiM. 


LOVE J ANE. 

» If I should loee a maid'-n uioie. 

And \vf»o her t'\’ry Itope to crown, 

Pd love her all tli.„ country o’er. 

But not declare it out of town. 

One even, hy liank, 

- That held a hornet’s nest within, 

‘ £ 

.'To Ellen on my knees I sank,— 

V, How snakes will twine around the sltin ! 



LOVE LANE. 


A bashful fear my soul unneiTcd, 

And gave my heart a backward tug; 
Noi was I cheerM when she observed, 
Whilst I was sUl'iU,—“W hat a slug I*' 

At Icngtlj my offi-r I prcfen-\l 
And lloj'e a kind reply fnrbodc— 

Alas ! il)L only sound 1 lieard 
Was, “ What a horrid ugly toad !’* 

1 vow’d to give liei <dl my liearf, 

'1 o love hei till my life took leave. 

And painted ail a — 

Except a wa^o gune np hij aleese I 

But when ! ^fciitnu'd to ahitle 

Hfi fatlier’s and Jiel motliers g.aiits—«■ 

Sudden. r.[)e ‘■t.i/titi up, .md tiiid, 

“ O dear! 1 a.u all ovi >" ant^'!’’ 




>11 
. 1 


Nay, when beginning tr beseech 
'Die cause tii.it led to my lebuff^ 

The answer was as strange a speech, 
“A Daddy-lxinglegs sure enough!” 

I fipoke of foi'tnne—lionse,—^arid lands. 
And still renew d the warm attack,— 
D'is vain to oiler ladiei> hands 
I'hat have a spider on tire back! 





LOVE LAME. 


vain to taik of hopes and fears, 

AtiU hope the least reply to win, 

■' From any maid that stops Iier ears 
In dread of earwigs creeping in ! 

*Ti 8 vain to call the dearest names 
Whilst stoats and weazeK fsra''tlc' hy— 

As vain to talk of nnitaal Humes, 

To one with glow-woims in her eye 1 

What check’d me in my fond address. 
And knock’d each pretty image d(/\vn! 
What stopp’d my lichen's fulteiiiig Yes? 
A cutcMpillar on her gown ! 

To list to Philomel is sweet— 

To see the Moon lise silver-pale,— 

But not to kneti at Lady’s leet 
And crush a rival in a snail i 

Sweet is the eventide, and kind 
Its zephyr, balmy as tJie south ; 

But sweeter still to speak your mind 
Without a chafer in your mouth! 

At last, embolden’d by my bliss, 

Still fickle Fortune play’d me foul, 

'Fbr when I strove to snatch a kiss 
'.She scream’d—by proxy, tlit ough an owl! 


THE DESERT-BOKH. WJf, 
Then, Lovers, doom’d to life or death, ,, 

^ rtil 

J* ‘ 

Shun moonlig-ht, twilight, lanes, and 
Lest you shouhl have in selfsame breath 
I'd bless your fate—and curse the gnats I ' 


THE DESERl-BORN. 


“Fly to the desert, llv wiU! me.”—L apt IlRSTEtt StakBotb. 

Twas in the wll ds of Lehuiion, amon^'^t its barren hills,-^' <’ 

^ , I 

To think upon it, even now, my veiy blood it chills!—' > 
My skctoh-book ‘^p^■ ul hofoic nu', and my pencil ia my. "' 
hand, 

/ 

I gazed upon the mountain range, the red tiimultUDUS' 
sand. 

The plumy palms, the .sombie flr=. t!ie cedars tall aEndV^'t.! 

proud.- ^ 

Wlicn lo i a shadow t as'd across the paper like' 

, cloud, W. 

And lookincj ur 1 saw a form, apt figure for the 8 cejie/s-*-s'.^/, 
Metliought I stood in presence of some oriental 


The turban on her head was white as any driven 

*1 

A purple bandaletto past o’er the lofty brow belowy’ 
And tliencc upon her shoulders fell, by either 
car; 

in yellow folds voluminous she wore her lopgo^hj!i|IM^ 





“ THE BESERT-BOHN. 451 

i I 

uiiderAeath, with ample sleeves, a Turkish robe' 

w ir 

k 

eloped her in drapery the colour of new milk ; 
it floated wide in Iroiit, disclosing underneath 
igbrgeoos Persian tunic, rich with many a broider’d 

'4»‘’:''Campeiiid by clasps of costly pearl around her ntKrk to 

' '< f 

; meet— 

ij V And yellow as tlie amber were tlic bunkins on her feet I 


/ i 

h’.' 


■Of course I bow'd my lowt'Si bow^—of all the things dn 
. e^rth, 

h * ^ ' 1 

The reverence due to loveliness, to lank, or ancient 
r’'''' birth, 

power, to •vvealth, to genius, or to anyilung un- 
’/ comnwm, 

A. man should bend the lowest in a Desert to a 
[>»,''/ - Woman/ 

^.C'Vet some strange influence vStronger still, though vague 

He 

' ■' h . * and undefined, 

and witti magic might subdued my soul 


iwis a something in her air that drew the spirit 

,1, I<V. f < , « 

Che common witchery that dwells in woman'* 


iTl^ r^nrerence deep, like any slave of that peculiar 








"'*1^ i>EfiERT-BORK. 




Aatal dtar was fortunate as any orb of birth, 
late hath held in store for thee tlie rarest gift of 


dearth**'. 

||!hen turning to the dusky men, that humbly waited #« 

V \ - I-' ' 

^ ■ near, 

She cried, •* Go bring tlie UEAunruL—for lo! the Man 
is here!” 

,, i?- 


Off went th’ obsequious train as swift as Ar 
could dee, 

< But Fancy fond out-raced them all, with bridle loose 
and free. 

And brought me back, for love’s attack, some feir 
Circassian bride. 

Or Gwrgiaii girl, the Harem’s boast, and fit fn- sultan’s 
dde; 

Methought 1 lifa^d up her veil, and saw dark eyes 
,' beneath. 

Mild as gazelle’s, a sno^vy brow, ripe lips, and pearly 
teeth, 

I 

-A swan^like neck, a shoulder round, full bosom'^nd a 
waist 

^6t too compact, and rounded limbs, to oriental taste. 
'^Mothought—but here, alas! alas! tlie airy dream to 
blight, 

;;B^old the Arabs leading up a mare of milky white I 
*^^0 tell die truth, without reserve, evasion, or remorse, 

last of creatures in my love or liking is a horse i 

' ‘ 
















' the dese&t-bokIt;: ; 

But this—these desert sands—these paiiM,' 
waving wild, '. - 

AH, all, adopt thee as tlieir own—an oriental 

The cloud may hide the sun awhile—but soon.ot 
no doubt. 

The spirit of your ancestry will burst and sparkle OUtl.., 

I read the starry characters—and lo! 'tis written th«rfe^; 

Thou wert foredoom'd of sons of men to ride upon tMa 
Mare, 

A Mare till now was never back’d by one of mortal 
mould. 

Hark, how she neighs, as if for thee she knew tliat she 
was foal'd!” 


And truly—I devoutly wish’d a blast of the Simoom 
Had stifled her!—^the Mare herself appear’d to mock 

A '»/ 

my doom ; ' ,l, *' ' 

With many a bound she caper’d »ound and round me , ' 

^ ft' 

like a dance, ' ' ' 

1 fear’d indeed some wild cares:; would end the ! 

prance, Vr 

And felt myself, and saw myself—the phantasy 
horrid I— 

Like old Redgauntlct, with a shoe imprinted oH mj 
forehead 1 ^ 

On bended knees, with bowing head, and han4il 
rai'ted in prayer, ; 'if' 


I begg’d the turban’d Sultaness the issue to forbewrj, 













l?4Sji'f:, ■ ■' THE OEs]Eier-B(k^ | 

-’ A ^yful chUd>.—60 fuU of little 

:‘His sistet's pet, hh father’s hope, his mother’s 


Ah me! the frantic shriek she gave! I hear it ritfflljig'.m'* | 
now I " „ 

That hour upon tJie bloody spot, I made a holy vOW; 


A solemn compact, deeply >sworn, to witness toy 
morse, ' . 

That never moie tliese limbs of mine should mount on/-y]^ ? 

•'' 1 

living lios se 1” ^ 

'' • 'M 
'' 1 

Good heaven! to see the angiy glance that flash’d upon ' i 

. ' *"(j*!' 


me now 




A chiU ran all my marrow through—the drops were C^i iy 'J , 
my brow ! . 

I knew my doom, and stole a glance at tiut accursed ' 
Mare, , . 

-V li'ij - 

And tlrcre sh^; stood, witlt nostrils ’^vlde, tlut snufi’d ' • 
the sultry ah'. ^ ’ '1^ 

How lion like she ksh’d her tiar»ks with her abunddht. j.f’t 
tail; 

While on her neck the stormy mane kept tossing ^ the'; 
gale! ^ /."-‘‘'’U*-'""" 

How fearfully she roll’d her eyes between the earth,kw 



As if in wild uncertainty to gallop or to fly! 

While with her hoof she scoop'd the sand as if be^' 

4 

gave 

My plunge into eternity she meant to dig my gtawf i’"*^* 







Vf 


% t9«ftt ne’tr could calmly bear a horse*^ can at 

play. 

\ Ok heat without ^ yard of jump h^s thrill and sudden 
neigh— 

foot within a stible door had nevei stood an 
inch— 

Who«e h*ind to fat a In mg f>tc J would ftel an awhsl 
jfli^cti — 

1 tliat had nc\tr ♦■hiow n a across a j on) smill 
lo scour ♦he pithle s 1 tr n talk t f the tuU* 

For oh • It 1 n© f L c 1 t c\ cry I ol I ca t 

restless 1 ^ cm I t\s rc Jb as ss cn I saw 
then ' t' 


III agony f sh ik — nd ) 1 tl l" 1 cong al d by 

fcdis 

My blood wa 1 ilng Lst to ju 1 e ^ 1 es m my 


I gasp da if 1 ■> V icuo an 1 th ill I g w 1 id sj j.11 

9ome secret Demon seem d to pas his fiigcrs th ough 

^ my hair, 

{ could not stir—I could not sj c iW —1 could not eren 
tee— 

£k tildden miit rose up bi twe n tli awful Mare and 
ia»y— 

I tried to pray, but found no wotds—tho ready npe to 
weep, 

hfh tear would flow,—o'er e\ ry sense i swoon beg^ to 

Wip.— 



.V' ' A' 

^ W-hen lo! to bring my horrid fate at once'' 

brunt. ' ' 


L, brunt, ' ,; 

■ Two Arabs seized me from behind, two otliers in ilas'’ 

front, . 'vr. 

And ere a muscle could be strung to try die' 

' forlorn, , 

1 found myself, Mazeppa-like, upon the Desert>Bom 1 . - t;. 


Terrific war the neigh she gave, the moment that my- . 

weight “ ' ■' 

Was felt upon her back, as if exulting in her freight; 

Whilst dolefully I heard a voice that set each nerve £yar—« 

“ Off with the bi idle—quick!—and leave hxs guld^eoi ■ 
to his star I ” 


"Allah ! il Allalil ” rose tlie shout—and starting widi - ^ 

a bound, 

The dreadful Creature clear'd at once a dozen yards of fr 
ground; v 

w * { / ' 

And gra'ping at her mane widi both my cold convtiL8ilf;i!!^, 
hands, . 

Away wc flevr' —away! away! across theshffdpgjBandfi:;^^ 
My eyes v/ere closed in utter dread of such afeajrfnl^ci^X^^ 
But yet by ceitain signs Ikncw we went no earAly^fe^/^ 
For turn whichever way we migh^ the wind wi(ll 
force . 

Rush’d like a torrid hurricane still adverse, 




course— 



THE OTSERT-Bam 

Osfi itvoment close at hand I heard the roaring S)rlaQ 
Sea, 

neat it only muimur’d hke the humming of a bee* 

And when I dared at la«-t to glance 4cro«s the wdd 
immens" 

Oh,1he*er shall I forgitthc whul that m t the dizzy 
sense * 

What seem’d i littl spn^ of fr in, ere lips could reckon 
twain, 

A palm of fort) ci 1 t h {.1 \\e pi td it on the plain; 

What tongue rt uid t 11 —\vl at j l ird ] imt —what pen 
destri*)e i * ? 

Now c n'i\\ on I w up—n w down—and flung 
from M It * suit ' 

1 tried to sprak, lu'^ hi 1 no \out t) itiu Itr with its 
tone— 

jVfy scanty bft i*h was jflttci on* with mat'v a iidden 
gtoan— 

My joints were lark d—iry back was t nn’d, so firmly 
I had clung— 

IWf nostrils gush d, and chi ice my teetli had bUten 
through my tongu — 

Wh<® lo I—farewell all hope of life * —she turn’d and 
faced the rocks, 

None but a flying horse could deal tiiose mon*«trou5 
granite blocks * 

CUr thought I, but I little knew the deser* pndt and fire, 

J^^iyed from a most dtci-hke dam, md Uon-hearted 


THE DESEKT-BOIDJ. 










1 


Little I fTiess’d the energ) of muscle, blood, and bo^ ^. 4 ‘ 

A 

Bound dfuj bound with eigtr spiirgs, ahe cloiiur’d I 

ma'iirivc stonf , — 

Nine mortal iea| s w r», i a s J b^foie a huge giey rock 
at length 

Stood pUntc I there as if t> dau hr utmost pitSh of 
strength— 

My lime as come * tl at gri te h ip my monument 
of death * 

^hc j au 1 lit sn I c 1 o I ’ j 1 1 1 an 1 drew a fulUr 
bre th 

Nine bt 1 Jes an ! the x u r ir t it -w arn’d me of 
} 

If It her ill 1 i !>e i<TrV on t e win — 

Bii* cl * the ri 1 t I u 1 rk tilt nuUlon 

sj ark aroi n 

Her hi m f 1 lilt uck t* t cst of that pro- 
dj ^ us 11 

Will f>) tkd rhe ) iM 1 P se J rn—orelse^twRS 
d mon ni i h 

One bc o i m a J Ma i u d Maru roll’d breathles^^ 
on tlie earth * 


How * mg It was I cinnit tell e»'e I revived to 
And then but to endure tl f pangs of agony intexue^ 

Tor ovei ti lay pc werle s and still as any stone# H 

^ 7 he Cor e th it era* had so muoh fire, strength, spirits 


Its own 




‘shaiB Bachelors orbau. 4<j 

** 

intflUit wa^ still—my pnlsts stopp d—^midway ’twixt 
life ahd death, 

jpalfi unspcakablr 1 h tch’d the ft tg^ment of a 
^ breath, 

Kot vital air cnongli t frame one short and fethk sigh, 
YiSt even that I 1 ith 11 1 cau r it woul 1 not Iti, me dlft. 
Oh slowl}, slowl), lowl) oi hom statry night till 
mdfn, 

Tiine flappd al ng with leadtn wii icioss that 
waste f ilcin • 

1 cursed the hoi t tl Irnir) me fiist wit^ m thw 
world of i 

A sore irdle ^ a t)sc tJ ^^ifrcflife — 

Bnt who hatli 1 it 1 i t | j e hi labouring 

breast •* 

Why any vh his 1 iJ hK m tli ISK IJ VikRE 
on hi he t 

THF B \CHn OR s DRl \M 

• % 

Mt pipe IS 11 my jjtog is miK I, 

My curtiins diawn an ] all is snug, 

Old Puss is in her elbe v\ ch ir, 

^ And Tny is sitting or the lug 

Last night I had a ciiii us Iream <, 

Miss Susan Batts v as Mistr ss Mogg— 

What d’ye tl ink of th it my Cat ? 

'Whatd ye^think of that, my Dog? 


Pifl* ’•r Y » •'"'^’f#" ,fi,^ * « ‘ * -^J A'' ^ A »ii ^ ^ *■'A**‘V'?i *)v^ 

""■ the bachelor 8 


She lookM so fair> she sang so vreU,' , 
1 could but woo and she was won. 
Myself in blue, the bride in v?hite> 
The ring was placed, the deed was dd 
Away we went in chaise-and-four. 

As fast as grinning boys could flog—. 
What d’y*-* think of that, my Cat ? 
What d’ye think of that, my Dog ? 


What loving tete-a-teres to come! 
But tete-.i-tc'tcs must .still defer! 
Wlien Susan came to live with tne, 
Her mother came to live with /vr/ 
With sistei Belle she couldn’t part. 
But all viy ties hud leave to jog— 
What fi'yc think of that, my Cat ? 
What d'ye think of tliat, my Dog ? 


Tlio mother biought a pretty Poll-— 
A monVey, too, what work he made? 
The sister introduced a Beau— 

My Susan brought a favourite maid— 
She had a tabby of her own,— 

A snappish mongrel christfen’d 6og-» 
Wliat d’ye think of that, my Cat? 
What d'ye think of that, my Dog? 










THE BACHBtOR S B^AM, v 

> V 4 ■' 


iTH® Monkey bit—the Parrot screamM, 
“^All rlay the sister strurom’d and sung’; 

. Th& petted maid was &ucli a scold! 

My Susan IcarnM to use her tongue: 
Her mother had such wretched health, 
She sate and croak'd like any frog— 
What d’ye tlilnk of that, my Cat? 
"V^hat d’ye dunk of that, my Dog ? 


No longer "Deny,” "Duck,” and " 
X soon came down to simple “ M!” 
The very -ervants cross'd my whh. 
My Susan let me down to tiit'm. 
The poker hardly seem’d my own, 

! might as well have been a log— 
What d’ye think of that, my Cat ? 
What d’ye think of that, my Dog f 


, My clothes they were tlie qu(n;rest shape I 
Such coats and hats she never met! 

'My ways they were the oddest wa/st 
;My friends were such a vulgar set! 

_ n 

PopjT Tomkinson was saubb'd and hufT’d— 
,She could not bear that Mister Bingg— 
.What d’ye think of that, my Cat f 
l^^^t'd’ye diink of that, my Dog t 








r- '^i I* 


At time!) we had a ^ar, and v 

I ^ *1' 

Mamma must mingle in the sbng^ ' " 
The sister took a sister’s part— 

The Maid declared her Master wn>ng<^ 

The Parrot learn’d to call me Fool I**' 

’ 1' 

My life was like a London fog— 

What d’ye think of that, my Cat ? 

What d’ye think of that, my Dog? 


My Susan’s taste was superfine. 

As proved by bills that had no end— 
/never had a tlecent coat— 

J never had a coin to spend I 
She forced me to resign my Club, 

Lay down my pipe, retrench my gjt)g^ 
What d’ye think of that my Cat? 

What d’ye think of that, my Dog? ^ 


Each Sunday night we gave a rout 
To fops and flirts, a pretty list; 

And when I tried to steal awny, 

I found my study full of whist 1, 
Then, first to come and last to go, 
There always was a Captain Hogg*- 
What d’ye think of that, my Cati ‘ 
What d'ye tiling of that, my Dog? 








Wa» not thut an awlul dt«am 


who single is and aniig-- 
’ ’With Pussy in the elbow-chair 


' And Tray reposing on the rug ?— 
if,''" must totter down the hill, 

,' ' 'Tis saiest done without a clog— 

_ > What d’ye think of tliat, my Cat ? 
\fhat d’ye tliink of that, my Dog ? 


.'THE KNIGHT AND THE DRAGON. 


\fN the famous old times, 

^ (Famed for chivalrous crimes) 

' As the legends of Rhineland deliver, 
Qnce there flourished a Knight, 

, ’ Who Sir Otto was hight, 

' Oh the banks of the rapid green river! 


Jii 


^Pa^theDfachenfels’ crest 
bnilt a stone nest. 



^''FltiosAhe pounced down like a vultt!?e« 

% *-4 ' 

talons of steel 


every nuin’s meal 

'\^i|^«*venr eiitortionate mnltuMb 




J! 










■ Jit?^ ' t' A'^'v 

'iMGHT ‘Am ■’I-H3&' 

Y«t he liy^^d In good fame, 

■With a DoMeman's name, - 

As **'Your High-and-well-born ” address’d, 
Though Judge Park in his wig V 

Would have deemed Jiim a prig, _ ,,;’ 

Or a cracksman, if tried at tli' Old Bailejr* 


It is strange—very strange I 
How opinions will change !— 

How antiquity blazons and hallows * 

BotJi tlie man. and the crime, 

That a less lapse of time 

Would commend to the hulks or the gallows 1 

) 

I 

Thus entlirullM by Romance, 

In a mystified trance. 

E’en a young, mild, and merciiul woinaa 
Willrecal with delight 

The wild keep, and its Knight, " . 

. \if/z 

Who was quice as much tiger as human! ,; 


' *'/ "'. 1 . “ >' 

Now it chanced on a dav, ' 

In the sweet month of May, 

From his casement Sir Otto was gazing^ ^ 

With his sword in the sheath, 

At that prospect beneath, , ,, ^ j 

Which our tourists declare so amaadnflrl 
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mr - 

'l^ili^fceiptzed on the Khine^ 
so divine; 

wtii no admiration or wonder, 

'But the gout of a thief, 

As a more modern ciucf 

f- 

liiooked on Lorn Ion, and cried What a plunder!** 


from that river Jio fast, 

' From that champaign so vast, 

'•He coUectfH-l rare tribute and presents; 
W'ater-rates from shij)*/ loads. 

Highway-rates on the roads, 

hard poor-rates from all the p<.)or peai^ints! 

V 

When behold! round the base 
Of hia strong dwelling-place. 

Only gained by most toihome progression, 

, He perceived a full score 

; df, the rustics, or more, 

1* 

. Winding up in a sort of procession I 


t s ' 




’i' ’ 


out!” the Knight cried. 


Vr v J('To the warders outside 



tlaves, 

? viWitJh all forms'that are scj-vile and humble, 

V. ' 

" " 1 * . .. ' . . 




t ,•! 


1 


1 *< 


, ,'V', 





tHS KNIGHT AKD TllE 

' ' ' ' ; 

t* Now for boorish complaints! 

■ iGiunt me patience^ ye Saints I^* 

. Cried the Knight, turning red as a muUet j - 
When the baldest old man * 

Thus his story began. 

With a guttural croak in his gullet! 


“I>ord supreme of our lives, 

Of cor daughters, our wives. 

Our shc'Cousins, our sons, and their spouses^ 
Of our sisters and aunts, 

Of the babies God grants 

Of the handmaids that dwell in our houses! 


Mighty master of all 
We possess, great or small, 

Of oiir cattle, our *;ows, and their farrows; 

Of our mares and their colt:. 

Of our crofts, and our holts, 

Of our ploughs, of our wains, and our hatarowip I 




** Noble Lord of the soil. 

Of its corn and its oil, 

pi its wine, only fit for such genri^i , 

Of our cream and sour-krauv 

- ' H 

Of OUT carp and our trout; r 

# 

Our black breadi and black pud^n^^ HQll 


'V, 

^ t i>! 




Sjp:ilS&GErr and'THE BEAGOH. 
'**BQ^nsii'l<ord of oat cheese, r 


M ' 


^d-iRrhatever you please— 

Oi our bacon, our eggs, and our batter. 
Of our backs and our polls. 

Of our bodies and souls— 

O give ear to the woes that we utter I 


“We are truly perplex’d, 

We are frighted and vex’d. 

Till the strings of our hearts are all twisted: 
We arc ruined and curst 
By the fiercest and worst 
Of all robbers that ever existed!” 




“ Now by Ileav’n and this light I” 

In a rage cried the Knight, 

** For this speech all your bodies shall stifien! 
\\^hat 1 by Feasants miscall’d I” 

Quoth the man that was bald, 

f*Kot yottr Honour we mean, but a Griffin. 

^ ^ ^ ' 

\l i ‘ 
rV 'fr 

s ' r ^ ^ 

herds and our flocks 
lays wait in, the rocks, 

ijtadjamps forth without giving us warning: 
.^Pwo'poor wethers, right fat, 
four Lambs afmr that, 

"1^ he awalbw this very May morning V* 




KNIGHT AND .THE X>KM^^t 

■^4'.v?'''''^"‘" ■'fkk- *u„ u:«.u _' ' ■'’’J-'" 


VirtRtf 


* I % V 'v -i« ‘■' 

^ ' ‘ . 


'I'hlJi the High-and-well-bom 
Gave a laugh as in scorn, ' 

** Is the Griffin indeed such a glutton? 
Let him eat up the i*ams, 

«. r 

And the lambs, and tlicirs dams— 

If 1 hate any meat, it is mutton P’ 


^ 'A" * in 

; '.‘i 

' 7 ,'. 




** Nay, youi Worship,” said then 
The most bald of old men, 

“For a sheep we would hardly thus cavil. 

If the mercib ss Beaf-t 

Did not oifeiitimcs feast 

On the Pilgrims, and pec*ple that travel/* 


“ Feast on whaf/’ cried the Tvnight, 
Whilst his eye glisten’d bright 
With tlic most diab-'-iit”! flashes— 
“Does die Beast dare to prev 
On the road und liighway ? 

With our proper diversion that clashes!” 


I’l /' . “ Vea, ^tis so, and far worse/* 

Said tlie Clown, “ to our ciu'se; 

i ' “v '' • • " 

'j For by way of a snack or a tiffin. 

Every week in the year 

f’l" ' \ 

p j , , Sure as Sundays appear, 

I ?.'■ '"‘jf A young virgin is thrown to the Griffin 1**. 

tx ", 


■i* - 


tTt , 











^v ''':^B ICNIGHT AND THE 

■‘t r » ,* ^ ^ » 'r 

V/* ^yv I I * ' 

and barr’d ‘ ' ^ 

'^^'y I Let each gate have a guard *’— 

• ' (Thus his rugged Lieutenant was bidden) 

jt * " *• 

** And be sure, without fault, 

^ . No one enters die vault 

Where the Church’s gold vessels are hidden. 


"In the dark oubliette 

Let yon merchant forget 

That he eVr had a bark richly laden— 

And diar desperate youth, 

Our own i ival forsooth 1 

Just indulge witli a kiss of the Maiden 1 

"Crush die thumbs of tho J-'w 
\virh the vice and die screw. 

Till he tells where be buried his treasure; 

And deliver cur word 
To yon sullen caged bird, 

That to-night she must sing for our pleasure!^ 

Thereupon, cap-a-pie, ■ ‘ 

_ f' 

As a champion should be, 

With the bald-headed peasant to gidde hlii|» ^ 

s ^ 

On his war-horse he bounds, 

And then, whistling his hounds. 

Prances off to what fate may bedde him; ... .. f, 











, , 5FH8 ttncaT INli THB feliGON. 

f ^ ^ ' . 

'V ' 

* I" 

' Kor too long do the)r seek, 

' Ere a horrible reek. 

Like the fumes from some villiinous tavotn. 

Set tJbc dogs on the snuifi 

For they tcent well enough 

The foul monster coil’d up in his cavern 1 

Then alighting with speed 
From his terrified steed, 

Which he ties to a tree for the present, 

Witli his sword ready drawn. 

Strides the Ritter High-horn, 

And along with him drag® tiic scared jjcasant! 

« O Sir Knight, good Sir Knight! 

I am near enough quite— 

I have shown you tlie beast and his grotto d* 
But before he can reach 
Any farther in speech. 

He is stricken stone-dead by Sir Otto! 


Who withdrawing himself 

It ' 

-To a high rocky slielf, 

: Sees the monster his tail disentangle t 
3?torn tortuous coil, 

With a sodden turmoil, 

. And msh fortli'the dead peasant to mangis. 



'^''47S'’''TkE'''kilIGJlT AND TPIE DEAGdl^^ ' ■'■{■ 

^ 

^ ■* ' ' 

'i'V .'^.‘Wltiti his terrible claws, ' ’ ;v 

^1." “ ' /f' 

X. ; And his hoirible jaws, 

i.' " He soon moulds the warm coi se to a jelly ! 

* v’ -* 

‘ ’Which he quickly sucks in ' .J. 

• '■ To his own wicked skin , ijf 

And then sinks at full stretch on his bellyt 


Then the Knight softly goes 

On the tips of his toes 

To the greedy and sUimhering savage^ 

And with one hearty stroke 
Of his sword, and ti poke. 

Kills the bea'^t that had made such a ravage, 


So, extended at length. 

Without motion or strength. 

That gorged serpent they c.tli the constrictotj 
After dinner, wh'Ie deep 
in letliargical »leep. 

Falls a prey to his Hottentot victor- 


'‘’Twfis too easy by half* 

Said the Knight with a laugh ; 

** But as nobody witness^ the slaughter* 

1 will swear, knock and knock. 

By Saint Winifred’s clock. 

We were at it three hours and a quaiter!** 


:[i^v 


y 





K'WrOHr AND THE DRAGON. 


Then he chopped o/Tthe hi,ad 
04 the monster so drejd, 

Wliich he tied to his horse a« a trophy; 
And, witli hounds, by the «aine 
Ragged path that ht came. 

Home he jogg’d pjoud as sulttn or Sophi! 


Blessed Saints ’ wh it a ’•out 
Whui the news fltw about, 

And the carcase was fetch'd in a waggon; 
What an outcry rose wild 
From man, woman, an<l child— 

Sir Otto, who vanquish’d tlv Di igoa 


All that nigh* the thick walls 

Of tlic Knight’s feudal holla 

Rang with shoiPs for the wine-cup and flagon; 

Whilst the vafsals stood by, 

And repealed the cry— 

Live Sir Otto, who vanquish’d the Dragon 


The next night, and tlic next, 

3till the flght was the tLxt, 

Twaa a theme for the miustiels to brag on t 
And the vassals’ hoarse rhioata 
Still re-echoed the notes— 

“Live Sir Otto, who vanquish’d the Dragon!*^ 


47^ TOBi KNIGHT AND THE DRAGON, 


Thefe was mvcr nicli work 
Since tht d i) s of King Stork, 

When he lived with the at fiee quarters 
Not to name the invites 
That were sent down of mgl t* 

Jo the vill gtis' wiVLS and rheii daughters* 


[t wns ft ist upon fcas»', 

For go>d rheer never ctistd, 

And a ioray replenish d the Ilagon 

And the vassals st od bv 

But more weak was the r -y — 

"Luc Sir O t) wh v i ^ ii h 1 the Dra^i ^ 


Down agin ank tl c uo. 

Nor we c lev Is '^et done— 

But, as if ev ly m uth 1 I a in 
*lho loh tht va sils d r UT 
D ct a word rr t sound 
Of' Sir Ot o w ho vanCjUi h J the Dragon *** 
% 

1 heie was feasting 1 ft 

Bu*’ through t lUa^ so < ft 

Dow 11 1 elc w th( r w is wailmg and hunger, 

Ai d ,ifrectIon ran cold. 

An 1 the f od of the old 

It was woilfishly siiatchM by the younger * 
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DECEMBER MAT. 

A 

Mad with troublf's so vast, 

Where's the wonder at last 

If the i^easaiJf'’ qwitL altet'd their motto/— 

And witli one loud accord 

Ciied out “ Would to the Loi J, 

That the Dragon had vanquish’d bir Ottol** 


DECEMBER AND MAY. 


S4JD Ncbtor, to his pietty wift, quite sorrowful one day, 

** Why, dearest, will you sited in puirls those lo^cly eyes 
away? 

You ought to be more foitifnJ;*’ ‘'Ah, brute, be 
ruiet, do, 

1 know I’m not so fort) fitd, noi jfiftyfiLd, as you ! 

**Oh, men are vile deceivers all, as I have ever heard. 

You’d die for me you swore, and I—I took you at your 
* word 

I was a tradesman’s widow then—a pretty changp I’ve 
made; 

To live, and die the wife of one, a widower oy trade I ** 

"Come, come, my dear, these flighty airs declare, flu 
sober truth, 

Y<H3 want as much in age, indeed, as T can want iu youth; 




Cl ' • 


" j' V ' 

4B0 RONDEAU. ' 

Besides/you said you liked old men, though now at me 
you huff^'* 

** Why, yC'/’ "he said, and so I do —but you’ll not old 
enough! ” 

''Come, come, iny dear, let’s make it up, and have a 
quiet hive, 

rii he the best of men,—I mean,—I'll he the best alive/ 

Yourgjieving so will kill me, for it cuts me to the core,”— 

** I thank ye, hir, for telling me—for now I’ll grieve tlie 
more! ” 


RONDEAU, 


To-dat, it is my natal day. 

And threescore years have jiassed .nviiy. 
While Time has turned to silver-guiy 

My hairs. 

Pursuing pleasure, love, and fun, 

A longi''*! course Tve had to i-un. 

And, diunks to Fortune, I have won 

My lures. 

But now, exhausted in tlie race. 

No longer 1 can go tlie pace. 

And others must take up the chase. 

My heirau 
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SONNET TO A SONNET. 

Rare Composition of a Poet-Knight, 

Most chivalrous amongst chivalric men. 
Distinguish'd for a polish’d lance and pen 
In tuneful contest, and the tourney-fight; 
Lustrous in scholarship, in honour bright. 
Accomplish'd in aU graces current then. 
Humane as any in historic ken, 

Brave, handsome, noble, affable, polite. 

Most courteous to that race become of late 
So fiercely scornful of all kind advance, 

Rude, bitter, coarse, implacable in hate 
To Albion, plotting ever her misdiance, — 

Alas! fair Verse, how false and o’at of date 
Thy phrase *^jtiveet enemy ** applied to France 


• • 


TO C. DICKENS, ESQ. 

ON HXS DEPARTURE FOR AMEKICA, 


PsBAW, away with leaf and berry, 
And die sober-sided cvp! 

Bring a goblet, and bright sheriy, 
And a bumper fill me up! 


n I 

^ t 



TO SAMBO. 
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Though a pledge 1 had to shiver. 

And the longest ever -waa! 

* Ere his vessel leaves our river, 

1 would drink a health to Box ; 

Here’s success to all his antics. 

Since it pleases him to roam. 

And to paddle o’er AUanrici, 

After such a sale at home! 

May he shun all rocks whatever 1 
And each shallow sand that lurks^ 

And his passage be as clever 

As die best among his works. 

-4- 

TO SVMBO. 

Come all ye sable little girls and boy.s 
Ye roal"bl?wJc Brothers—Sooty Sisteis, come. 
With kitr^^-katries make a joyful noise; 

WUh snaky-snekies, and the Eboe dram 1 
From this day fordi your freedom is your own; 
Piay, Sambo, play,—and, Obadiah, groan! 

Ye vocal Blackbirds, bring your native pipes. 
Your own MooPs Melodies, ye niggers, bring 
To relebiute the fall of chains and stripes, 

Sing ** Possum up a gum-tree,” roar and sing! 
From tliis day forth your freedom is your own t 
Chatmif Sambo, chaunt,*—^nd, Ob^idiah, groan! 


TO SAMBO. 


Bring all your woolly pickaninnies dear— 

Bring John Canoe and all his jolly gang; 
Stretch evTy blubber-mouth from ear to ear^ 
And let the driver in hia whip go hang! 

From this day forth your freedom is your own i 
Gririf Sambo, grin,—and, Obadiah, groan I 

Your working garb indignantly renounce; 

Discard your slops in honour of the day— 
Como all in fiill, and furbelow, and flounce, 
Come all a-:* fine as Chimney Sweeps in May— 
F) oni tills day forth your freedom is your own ; 
Dress, Sambo, dress,—and, Obadiah, groan t 


Come, join together iu tlie dewy dance. 

With melting maids in steamy mazes go; 
Humanity delights to sec you prance. 

Up with your sooty legs and jump Jim Crow 
From this day forth your freedom is your own : 
Skip, Sambo, skip,—and, Obadiah, groan! 


Kiss dark Diana on her pouting lips. 

And take black Phoebe by her ample vniiit— 
Tell them to-day is Slavery’s eclipse. 

And Love and Liberty must be embraced— 

if 

From this day forth your freedom is your own; 
KtSi, Sambo, kiss,—^and, Obadiah, groan I 



- 

4.84 TO SAMBO. 

With bowls of sangaree and toddy cornel 
Bring lemons, sugar, old Madeira, limes. 
Whole tanks and water-baiTcls full of ruin, 

t 

To toast the whitest date of modern times— 
From this day forth your freedom is your own; 
Drink, Sambo, diink—and, Obadiah, groan! 

Talk, altogether, talk ! both old and youngs 
Pour out the fulness of the negro heart; 

Let loose the now emancipated tongue. 

And all your new-born sentiments impart— 
From this day forth your freedom is your own : 
Spout, Sambo, spout,—and, Obadiah, groan ! 


Huzza I for equal rights and equal law^ • 

The British parliament has dofT’d jour chain 
Join, join in gratitude your jetty paws, 

And swear you never will be slaves again— 
From this day forth ycur freedom is your own; 
S^ivcar, Sambo, swear,—and, Obadiah, groan ! 


/ 

--v 


Sanson anti Co,, Prinkrs, Ediphur^k. 







